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Stepping Stones 


By Carol Lynne 


Chapter One 


The ringing woke Donovan from a sound sleep. He fumbled 
for the phone on his bedside table. 


"Hello," he mumbled. 
"Donovan?" 


Sitting straight up, Donovan gripped the phone tighter. 
“Declan? What's wrong?" Donovan felt his chest tighten as 
he thought about his twin brother. 


"| need you. | was hoping you'd let me come stay with you 
for awhile." 


Taking a deep breath, Donovan closed his eyes at the lost 
sound in his brother's voice. He'd moved across the country 
to get away from the temptation that voice presented. Now, 
Declan wanted to invade his safe haven, but Declan was his 
brother. The love of his life. How could he ever turn his twin 
away? 


"Is this about Chet? Did he hit you again?" When Declan 
remained silent, Donovan continued, 


"Declan? Did he?" 
"| just... | don't want to talk about Chet. Can | come or not?" 


Could he come? That was a hard question for Donovan to 
answer. If he said no, what kind of brother would that make 
him? If he said yes, please come and stay with me and love 
me forever, what kind of brother would that make him? 


When Donovan heard what he thought was crying at the 
other end of the phone, his decision was made for him. 


"Sure you can come. Are you okay to fly into Savannah?" 


Donovan scrubbed a hand over his face, waiting for an 
answer and wondering whether or not he was doing the 
right thing. 


"I'll have one of my friends take me to the airport in the 
morning if that's okay? Can you meet me if | call with the 
time?" 


"Sure." Donovan swallowed around the lump in his throat. 
"What did that fucker do to you this time?" 


There was no answer for several very long seconds. Finally 
Declan spoke in an almost whisper, 


"I'll tell you everything when | get there. Let's just say, | 
don't look the same as the last time you saw me." 
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Donovan felt his blood pressure soar. He'd always been the 
one to protect his brother. At six-three and two hundred 
thirty pounds, Donovan O'Hurley had taken on anyone 
who'd try to pick on his much smaller twin. "Where's Chet 
now?" Donovan ground out between clenched teeth. 


"| don't know." 


"Catch the earliest flight you can. Call me when you have 
the arrival time." Donovan wiped the moisture from his 
eyes. 


“Thanks. I've missed you." 


"Yeah, I've missed you, too." 


Donovan hung up the phone and fell back onto the bed. 
Taking deep breaths, he tried to calm his racing heart. It 
wasn't until he was seventeen and figured out that he was 
gay, that he realized why Declan had this effect on him. 


Everyone in the family had assumed from early on Declan 
was gay and he'd always been honest regarding his 
attraction to males over females. His features were more 
feminine than masculine, right down to the light application 
of eyeliner he started wearing in high school. 


Declan had been born second and it had been apparent that 
Donovan had received more than his share of nutrients in 
the womb. Declan only weighed three pounds at birth, while 
Donovan was a strong, healthy eight pound six ounces. 


His mother once told him, "You took what Declan needed to 
be strong. Now it's your responsibility to be strong for him. 
Keep him safe. You owe him that." 


Donovan felt his eyes sting at the memory of his mother. 
Their father had taken off soon after their birth, leaving her 
with two infants and a stack of medical bills. She'd worked 
two jobs to feed and clothe them, before dying of a brain 
aneurism when the twins were barely nineteen. 


Realizing he wasn't going to get anymore sleep, Donovan 
sat up and swung his legs over the side of the bed. 


His mind kept going back to his junior prom. The night he'd 
set out to take Elizabeth Lory's virginity and instead realized 
he was in love with his own brother. He'd left Salinas soon 
after graduation to work for a construction company in San 
Diego. At the time, it hadn't mattered where he went or 


what he did, as long as it was away from the temptation of 
Declan. 


Declan was the artist of the family and had been lucky 
enough to receive a full scholarship to the San Francisco Art 
Institute, where he continued his painting and found a new 
passion for graphic arts. Since graduating, Declan had 
worked as a graphic artist for various publishers and 
magazines. 
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Those first few years they were apart didn't diminish 
Donovan's inappropriate feelings toward his brother. They'd 
kept in touch only occasionally, but then, out of the blue, 
Declan called one night, just like he had this time. Declan 
had called to ask for his help and of course he couldn't say 
no, so he'd hopped a plane to San Francisco the same night. 


Declan's live-in-lover, Chet, had beaten him severely. 


Just the thought of seeing his brother's battered face was 
still enough to have Donovan's hands clenching into tight 
fists. He'd stayed long enough to doctor his brother and try 
to convince Declan to seek a restraining order. 


Declan kept insisting it was his own fault he'd been beaten, 
that he'd said something to Chet to set the man off. When 
Donovan tried to get Declan to talk about what he'd said, 
Declan had shut down and refused to discuss it further. 


After Declan was well enough to return to work, Donovan 
went back to his life in San Diego. 


When Declan had phoned two weeks later telling Donovan it 
had all been a bad misunderstanding and he was back with 
Chet, Donovan knew he needed to get further away than 


San Diego. He'd picked up and with the help of his best 
friend, Marc, he'd moved across the country. 


Now living on the east coast, Donovan was a successful 
businessman. He'd worked long and hard, but he'd managed 
to start his own construction company and it had grown into 
a thriving business. Marc had eventually moved to South 
Carolina as well. 


Donovan had a good life in most people's view. 


The phone call earlier and the thought of his brother in his 
home was suddenly more than Donovan could bear. He 
didn't know how bad Declan's injuries were this time. He 
only hoped he could get his brother away from that monster 
for good. 


Standing, he went to his dresser and removed his workout 
clothes. After getting dressed, he went out the back door 
and stood on his deck. The wind ruffled his thick, black hair 
as he looked out over the water. Nothing was more calming 
to him than the sound of the ocean waves slapping against 
the sandy beach. He stretched quickly and took off down 
the decking that created a path over the dunes and salt 
grass toward the beach. What he needed just then was to 
run long and hard enough to get his mind cleared of the 
images of his brother. 
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Chapter Two 


Pacing back and forth behind the security partition of gate 
seven, Donovan felt his stomach begin to roll again. He'd 
already tossed his breakfast this morning, so he knew if he 
threw up again it would be nothing but the acid he seemed 
to have an overabundance of since the late night phone call. 


As the passengers began to disembark, Donovan took 
several deep breaths. When he spotted Declan, he nearly 
dropped to his knees. The once stunningly beautiful face 
was now heavily bandaged on one side. He was so fixated 
on Declan's face that he almost missed the cane his brother 
was using to help with the rather pronounced limp. What the 
fuck had that man done to his love? 


Donovan pushed his way through the crowd toward his 
brother. He was still so small and fragile looking, made even 
more so by the recent attack. It took everything Donovan 
had not to scoop him up and carry him to safety. 


Declan spotted Donovan and smiled. Donovan motioned 
him over to the side of the crowd. 


"You looked like you were about to be run over." Donovan 

looked into Declan's soulful blue eyes. His twin's hair had 

gotten a little longer since the last time they'd seen each 

other, curls almost to the shoulder. He liked it. He couldn't 
help himself and pulled Declan into a tight hug. 


“How are you? Did the flight wear you out too much?" 


Burying his face in Donovan's chest, Declan’s voice faltered 
as he started to cry. "I'm much better now." He took a 
stuttered breath. "I just... needed you." 


Donovan held his brother in a protective embrace. He kissed 
the top of Declan's head, "You've got me." Damn. If Declan 
only knew how much Declan had him. 


Breaking away enough to tilt Declan's chin upward, 
Donovan looked over his brother's face. 


Other than the large bandage, he could see the faint 
discoloration where bruises had once been. 


Something finally struck him; he narrowed his eyes as he 
looked at the healing bruises. "How long ago did this 
happen?" 


Declan tried to look away, but Donovan held his chin ina 
gentle but firm grip. Licking his lips, Declan refused to look 
into Donovan's eyes. "Almost three weeks." 


"What! This happened three weeks ago and | just got a call 
from you last night?" Now it was Donovan's turn to look 
away. He sighed and shook his head slightly. "Am | that bad 
of a brother you couldn't call me when you were hurt?" 


"No. You're a great brother." Declan was quick to say. "I just 
had some things | needed to work out before | could call. | 
spent my time in the hospital doing a lot of thinking. | 
couldn't have done that with you around." Declan looked 
like he was about to fall over. "Take me back to your house. 
We can talk there." 
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KKK 


Once Declan was settled on the couch, Donovan went back 
out to his pickup to retrieve the luggage. Taking the bags to 


the spare bedroom, Donovan stuck his head back in the 
living room. 


"You want me to unpack some of this for you?" 


Staring out the wall of glass toward the water, Declan shook 
his head. "I can get it later." He looked over at Donovan. 
"You've got a beautiful place here. No wonder you never 
come out to San Francisco." He turned away from Donovan 
to stare outside again. 


Stepping further into the room, Donovan ran his fingers 
through his short, black hair. He walked through to the 
kitchen and took a beer out of the fridge. "Hey, you want a 
beer?" 


"No thanks. I'm still on meds. A glass of water would be 
nice, though." 


Opening the fridge, Donovan started to grab a bottle of 
water and stopped. He smiled to himself and extracted a 
green plastic pitcher instead. After filling a glass with ice, he 
topped it off with the bright red liquid. Grabbing his beer off 
the counter he walked back into the living room. 


"Here." He held the glass out to Declan. 


Looking up at the glass, Declan really smiled for the first 
time since he'd gotten off the plane. 


"Kool-Aid? Please tell me it's cherry." Declan took the glass 
and held it to his nose. "Ahh. It is cherry." 


"Of course it's cherry," Donovan answered as he sat on the 
couch next to Declan, "I never drink anything but cherry." 


Declan hummed approval as he took a big drink. "I thought 
you always liked the grape or that nasty green kind?" 


Shrugging, Donovan lifted his beer toward his mouth. 
"People change | guess." 


They sat in silence for a few minutes before Donovan set his 
beer on the side table. He crossed his ankles and leaned 
back on the couch, cocking his head toward Declan. "Talk to 
me." 


Finishing up another mouthful, Declan set the half-empty 
glass on the table before turning back to Donovan. Donovan 
couldn't help smiling. 


"What?" Declan asked. 


Reaching out, Donovan wiped at his brother's perfectly 
Shaped lips, being careful of the long, white bandage. 
"You're still a kid. You've got a pretty red Kool-Aid 
mustache." 


Blushing, Declan wiped his mouth. "Kool-Aid will turn anyone 
into a kid again. It feels nice," he said reflectively, "I haven't 
felt young in along time." 
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Lightly touching the bandage on Declan's face, Donovan 
looked into his eyes. "Show me." 


"It's not pretty." Declan took a deep breath before pulling 
the surgical tape away from his skin. 


He lifted the gauze pad and once again refused to look at 
Donovan. 


The cut was about four inches long with another smaller cut 
jetting off toward Declan's chin. The sutures had been 
removed, or had already dissolved, Donovan didn't know 
which. "How did it happen?" 


When Declan shook his head, Donovan could tell his twin 
was shutting down again. Donovan decided to skip that line 
of questioning for the moment. "Why are you still wearing 
the bandage? 


It looks like it's healing nicely." 


"| look like a freak and | didn't want people staring at me on 
the plane." 


"So you think the big, white bandage draws less attention to 
you?" Donovan shook his head. 


"How did it happen?" 


When Declan tried to secure the bandage back to his face, 
Donovan stopped him. "Leave it off. 


I'll never look at you like you're a freak." 


Pulling the bandage the rest of the way off, Declan set it on 
the table next to his glass. Declan was silent for so long 
Donovan didn't think he would answer. Finally, Declan licked 
his lips and looked down at his hands. 


"Chet threw me out our second floor window. | cut my face 
and a few other places on the glass." 


Declan pointed toward his leg. "Screwed my knee up real 
bad when | landed, but it's better than a broken back." 


Without thought, Donovan pulled his brother into his arms. 
This had been more than a beating. 


Chet had tried to kill Declan this time. 


"Did someone file charges against him? Please tell me he's 
not going to get away with it this time. | know you told me 
you didn't know where Chet is, but are the police at least 
looking for him?" 


"Yeah, | filed, but Chet knows people all over the world. No 
telling where he's run off to." 


Declan snuggled deeper into Donovan's arms. "Thanks for 
letting me come here." 


Despite the horror of what his brother had just told him, 
Donovan's body refused to focus on anything but the feel of 
Declan in his arms. He felt his cock straining against his 
zipper and reluctantly pulled away. 


"I'm going to go make us some dinner. Why don't you go sit 
out on the deck? You look like you could use some sun." 
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Trying to hide the bulge behind his fly, Donovan walked into 
the kitchen. He watched through the cut-out in the wall as 
Declan rose and picked up the cane. Donovan's throat 
constricted as he watched his brother struggle just to get to 
the deck. 


Why couldn't he just get over his lust? Oh hell, who was he 
kidding? It wasn't lust he felt for Declan. It was love. 


The undying, forever kind of love that a man should only 
feel for someone outside his own gene pool. 


KKK 


He was just sliding the grilled ham and cheese sandwiches 
onto a plate when the phone rang. 


Wiping his hands, Donovan picked it up. "Hello?" 


"Hey, hope | didn't catch you at a bad time. How's Declan?" 
his best friend, Marc, asked. 


Leaning back against the center island, Donovan looked out 
the window toward the deck. "Not good." Donovan quickly 
brought Marc up to speed on Declan’s injuries. 


"Oh shit. I'm sorry, man. What's he doing now? Because | 
can always call back later." 


"He looks like he might be asleep in the lounger out on the 
deck. What's up?" 


“Remember that Browning job we were talking about the 
other day? The big place | designed for that rich guy from 
Savannah? Well, | was talking to him about contractors 
today and told him yours was the perfect company for the 
job. He wants you to go down to Savannah and meet with 
him. | told him your brother just got into town and | didn't 
know, but I'd give you a call." 


Running his hand through his hair, Donovan looked out the 
window again. Marc was a successful architect, and often 
passed work to Donovan's construction company, Knowing 
that Donovan's crew would do a good job. An opportunity 
like that was almost too good to turn down, regardless of 
the situation. Jasper Browning had a lot of clout up and 
down the coast. 


"Let me talk to Declan about it and see if he'll be all right 
here by himself for an afternoon. I'll let you know in a couple 
of hours." 


"Sounds good. l'm working at home for the next few days, 
so | can always stop in and check on him if you need me to." 


“Thanks. I'll let you know." 


After ending the call, Donovan put the plates on a tray along 
with some fruit and a couple of big glasses of Kool-Aid. He 
stepped through the open French doors and set the tray on 
the deck table. When he looked at Declan he felt his heart 
flutter. Even with the jagged looking scar Stepping Stones - 
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running down the side of Declan’s face, he still thought his 
brother was breathtaking. Declan's body looked so tiny and 
fragile. The image of his twin being tossed out a second- 
floor window caused bile to rise in his throat. 


Donovan walked over to the lounger to wake Declan and 
knelt beside it. This was his chance to really study the man 
he'd been in love with since he was seventeen. Declan's 
black brows were perfectly sculpted; Donovan could tell 
Declan'd done a little tweezing, but not enough to look 
feminine. He worked his way down, cataloging each perfect 
feature of Declan's face, from the long, curling, black lashes 
to the perfectly shaped nose and mouth. Asleep, the 
dimples in his brother's cheeks were barely visible, but 
Donovan knew they were there. 


Donovan allowed his eyes to wander down to Declan's small 
but sculpted chest. He wondered whether Declan still had 
the chiseled six-pack that used to make Donovan's mouth 
water every time he saw his brother without a shirt. One 
thing he was sure hadn't changed was the size of Declan's 


cock. Donovan smiled to himself, remembering how proud 
Declan had always been of the overly large size of that 
equipment. It was the only big thing on Declan's small 
frame and his brother used to walk around the house 
displaying that pride and joy all the time. Donovan didn't 
think his twin would have done it if his mother had been 
home, but with her working all the time it was usually just 
the two of them. 


Looking at the bulge behind Declan's softly faded jeans, 
Donovan stared in awe as it started to grow and harden 
under the fabric. Automatically, he started to lean toward it, 
when it finally dawned on him. He snapped his head back 
toward Declan's and saw his brother looking right at him. 


Donovan jumped up and walked toward the table. "Lunch is 
ready. | was just about to wake you." 


He turned back toward Declan as he sat down at the small 
outdoor table, and then cursed himself as he watch Declan 
struggle to get up from the lounger with that bad knee. 
"Fuck, I'm sorry." 


Donovan rose and went to help his brother. 


He didn't think twice before lifting Declan into his arms and 
carrying his brother to the table. 


Declan seemed surprised at first, and then relaxed for the 
Short ride across the deck. Setting him gently in the chair, 
Donovan went back and retrieved the cane. 


"Thanks," Declan said in a soft, sleepy voice. 


"You're welcome," Donovan said before turning his attention 
to the lunch tray. "Eat up. | need to fatten you up while 
you're here." 


Taking a bite of his -- now cold -- grilled ham and cheese 
sandwich, Declan looked out toward the water. "I don't know 
if | ever want to go back." 


Sweat prickled on Donovan's forehead. "What do you mean? 
Are you afraid to go back?" 
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"No. I've just realized some things in the last three weeks." 
Declan put his sandwich down and looked at Donovan. "I 
miss you. | know | embarrass you and that's the reason you 
moved out here, but | miss you." 


Donovan's jaw dropped as he thought about what Declan 
had said. "Embarrassed? You think | moved to South 
Carolina because | was embarrassed?" 


"Maybe embarrassed isn't the right word. Ashamed, might 
be the word I'm looking for. All | Know is after you helped me 
out that last time and then | went back with Chet, you 
picked up and moved. You haven't been home in years. Most 
of the time when | call it's like you can't get off the phone 
fast enough." Declan stopped talking and took a drink. 


When Declan started to continue, Donovan cut him off. "I've 
always been your protector. | moved away because | 
couldn't handle the way you make me feel. | was ashamed 
of myself, so | ran." 


Reaching across the table, Declan put his hand on the side 
of Donovan's face. "What's was so terrible you had to run 
away from me?" 


Closing his eyes to block out Declan's soulful eyes, Donovan 
leaned into Declan's touch. "It's not something | can talk 


about." He opened them again, "Just know it wasn't 
anything you did. It's me. It's always been me." 


Donovan pushed his chair back and stood. "I have to run 
down to Savannah to meet with a prospective client. Will 
you be okay here by yourself for the day? Marc -- you 
remember Marc don't you? Well, he said he'd stop by 
sometime, to check to make sure you didn't need anything." 


He picked up his plate and glass. Looking down at Declan's 
he saw his brother had barely touched his dinner. "You go 
ahead and finish up. I've got a little work on the computer | 
need to get done before tomorrow. l'Il check back in with 
you in an hour." 


Without waiting for an answer, Donovan walked back into 
the house. He tossed his dishes into the sink and escaped to 
his office. 


KKK 


With a pair of his shortest shorts on, Declan dozed on the 
lounger. The sun was high in the sky and he was confused 
as hell. He hated the distance that was between him and 
Donovan. It wasn't the physical distance, but rather the 
emotional one he couldn't cope with. 


He wiped at the ever-present tears, just as he heard the 
door open behind him. He jerked to a sitting position and 
turned around, expecting to see Chet standing in the 
doorway. Instead he saw a giant, black man. The man 
smiled, showing pearly white teeth. With dreadlocks 
reaching just past his shoulders and held back at the nape 
of his neck, the man could be none other than Marc. 


He'd spoken to Marc a couple of times on the phone, but 
had never met his brother's best friend. 
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Marc walked toward the lounger. "And you must be Declan. 
I've seen a lot of pictures over the years, but | can't believe 
this is my first time actually meeting you." Marc reached out 
and Declan shook the offered hand. He couldn't help 
noticing the way his hand seemed to disappear when 
enveloped by Marc's. 


"Have a seat. Grab a couple of drinks out of the cooler on 
the way and l'Il join you." Declan reached for his cane and 
managed to stand. He felt Marc's eyes track his every move 
and flushed with embarrassment. He settled himself in one 
of the comfortable chairs at the table and set his cane on 
the ground. 


"He really worked you over this time didn't he?" Marc 
opened a bottle of water and passed it to Declan. 


One hand reached for the water, while the other 
automatically went to cover the still healing cut on his face. 
"Yeah. Being thrown out a second floor window will kind of 
do that to a person." 


"Fuck. I'm sorry man." Marc reached out and wrapped his 
large hand around Declan's tiny wrist. 


"You don't have to hide your scar on my account." He took a 
drink of his water. "How'd Van take it?" 


Shrugging, Declan slowly lowered his hand. He’d never 
heard his brother called by that particular name. It was 
weird, but somehow it fitted. 


"He wanted to fly to San Francisco and hunt Chet down 
before the cops could get to him. That's pretty normal, 
though. He's always been my knight." Declan realized what 
he'd said and snapped his mouth shut. He decided to use 
this time with Marc to try and find out a few things about his 
brother. "You've been best friends with Donovan for a long 
time." 


"Yep, going on fifteen years. We met right after he moved to 
San Diego. | was in college and advertised for a roommate. 
Van was the best of the lot that showed up and we've been 
friends ever since." Marc narrowed his green eyes at Declan. 
"What do you really want to know? I can tell by the look on 
your face you're full of questions." 


Smiling, Declan relaxed a little at the friendly tone of Marc's 
voice. "I'm ashamed to admit | just don't know much about 
him anymore." Declan looked down and started peeling the 
label off his water bottle. "He just won't talk to me like he 
used to." 


"He's a very private man. Not many people know him well 
enough to even call him friend." 


Marc laid his hand on Declan's. "What do you want to 
know?" 


"Does he have a girlfriend?" 
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Marc's green eyes went wide. "A girlfriend?" He shook his 
head. "Maybe l'm not the one you should be talking to about 
this." 


"Please. | want to get to know him again. I'm not sure what 
subjects to avoid, so I just don't ask him stuff. | know he's 


always been a little embarrassed by my sexuality, so it's a 
subject | don't like to bring up with him." 


Taking a deep breath, Marc sat back in his chair and looked 
at Declan for a few seconds before answering. "Van's gay." 


"What? No. He had girlfriends in high school. | know he 
fucked at least one of them." 


"That may be, but I'm telling you he's gay. | should know. 
We've had an on again off again relationship for the past 
fifteen years." 


"Why on again, off again?" 


Taking a drink of his water, Marc looked out toward the 
ocean. "I want what he's not able to give, so | get mad and 
break it off, then miss him too much and come crawling 
back. It's the same cycle over and over." 


"Can | ask what you want that he doesn't?" 


Marc looked from the ocean back to Declan. "Love and 
commitment." 


Declan felt a tightening of his chest. "Has he ever been in 
love?" 


"Yep. He’s still obsessed with the first person he ever truly 
loved and that's not me." Marc scrubbed his hands down his 
face. "Look, this is something you should discuss with him. It 
doesn't feel right for me to be telling you." 


"Huh? Why won't you tell me?" Declan watched as Marc 
visibly struggled with himself. 


"Please," Declan begged. 


"He's ashamed of himself. | know | might lose his friendship 
over this, but you need to know. 


I've watched Van slowly dying for fifteen years because he's 
in love with the one person he knows he can't have." 


"Who does he love?" Even as he said the words, things 
began to fit together in Declan's mind. 


"I think you already know. Now, what you choose to do with 
the information is up to you, but if you're disgusted with 
him, please God, don't tell him. It would kill him." 


Tears began making their way down Declan's face. "I've 
been in love with my brother since | was thirteen. I've had a 
lot of counseling because of it. Every counselor said the 
same thing. 'You have to move on. It's not natural to be in 
love with your brother'." Declan picked up his water 
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bottle and threw it across the deck. "Those fucking people 
had me so ashamed of myself that | looked for ways to 
punish the sick fuck that | was. That's why | stayed with 
Chet even though he beat the shit out of me. | felt | 
deserved it. The first time he beat me. That time | called 
Donovan for help? | used Donovan's name while | was 
having sex with Chet." 


"Fuck. So Chet knew you loved Van?" 


"Yeah. He knew, and | paid for it for almost nine years." 
Putting his head down on the table, Declan began to cry in 
earnest. "What's wrong with us? Why would God be so cruel 
he'd give us both this undeniable feeling for each other if 
society won't allow us to experience it?" 


"| don't think its society's decision. You're both grown men. 
What you do in the privacy of your home is your business 
and no one else's. I'm not going to lie to you and tell you | 
understand it, but there's no doubt in my mind Van loves 
you more than his own life. | just want to see my best friend 
happy for a change. If that means helping the two of you 
keep your secret, you can count on me." Marc reached over 
and took Declan's hand. "You've got a lot to think about, so 
I'm going to take off and let you do just that." 


Declan looked up. "Thank you. | don't know if | can ever say 
it enough." 


"That's the beauty of friendship, you don't have to." Marc 
stood, "You need anything before | go?" 


"No, but thanks." 


Marc smiled and held up his hand to stop any further words 
of appreciation. "Just make him happy and that will be all 
the thanks | need." 


Declan nodded, seeing the tears pool in Marc’s eyes as he 
turned to leave. 
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Chapter Three 


It was seven-thirty when Donovan pulled his truck into the 
drive. He yawned as he opened the door and walked up the 
porch steps. It had been a very productive day, but the drive 
and long negotiations had taken their toll. All Donovan could 
think about on the way home was seeing Declan again. 


He'd gotten very little sleep the night before and his mind 
had started to rebel, pushing thoughts into his head about 
how nice it would be to come home to Declan every night. 
Donovan walked into the house and called Declan's name. 
When he received no answer he looked out the back window 
to the deck. The sun was just setting, but it was still light 
enough to see Declan wasn't on the lounger. 


Panic started to set in and Donovan raced to the spare 
bedroom, hoping Declan had just fallen asleep and hadn't 
heard him call. The bedroom was empty. Thoughts of Chet 
raced through Donovan's head, as he quickly searched 
every room in the house. He picked up the phone and tried 
to call Marc. When Marc's voicemail picked up, Donovan left 
a brief message and hung up. 


Going out to the deck, Donovan spotted Declan's shoes at 
the bottom of the stairs. He looked out toward the water, 

but couldn't see the beach over the dunes. Taking off ata 
jog, Donovan crested the little bridge over the dunes and 

spotted his brother sitting in the sand, looking out toward 
the water. 


Plopping down beside him, Donovan shook his head. "You 
scared the shit out of me. | got home and couldn't find you. | 


thought... What are you doing out here alone? How did you 
get out here with your knee?" 


Declan turned to face Donovan. "I needed to think. The 
water drew me out, but the sand kept me here. You're right. 
My knee definitely wasn't up to the trip." Declan rubbed at 
the elastic support bandage wrapped around his knee. It 
was then Donovan noticed the short shorts his brother was 
wearing. 


"Do you want me to carry you back to the house?" 


"In a minute." Declan looked back toward the water. "I've 
been sitting out here thinking about us." 


"What about us?" Donovan prayed Declan hadn't picked up 
the distress in his voice. 


Declan turned back to Donovan. He put a hand on 
Donovan's cheek and leaned forward. When his lips barely 
brushed Donovan's he spoke again. "I'm in love with you, 
brother." He finished the statement by closing his lips over 
Donovan's. 


All rational thought left Donovan the second Declan's 
tongue thrust inside his mouth. Suddenly he didn't care 
what was right or wrong. He only cared about this moment 
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stone to the future he'd dreamt of since the age of 
seventeen. He took over the kiss and sucked his brother's 
tongue before pushing his own inside Declan's sweet, warm 
mouth. 


With a grunt of satisfaction, Donovan tried to pull Declan 
into his lap, but a sharp cry of pain from Declan stopped him 


cold. "I'm sorry. Did | hurt you?" He reached down and laid 
his hand gently on Declan's knee. 


Declan gave a small nod. "Would you mind carrying me 
back to the house?" He gave Donovan a soft, closed-mouth 
kiss. "I think we have a lot to talk about." 


Leaning his forehead against Declan's, Donovan sighed. "I 
love you, too. And you're right. We do have a lot to talk 
about, but not yet. Let me just enjoy having you in my arms 
for one night. 


We can worry about the morality of it all later. The next 
couple hours are for us." He stood and scooped his brother 
out of the sand, paying special attention to Declan's sore 
knee. 


Walking toward the house, Declan rested his head against 
Donovan's shoulder. This felt right, Donovan thought. When 
they reached the deck, Donovan was reluctant to set Declan 
down. 


"You want the sofa?" 


Declan shook his head. "Take me to bed, brother." 
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After undressing himself, Donovan moved toward the bed to 
undress Declan. At the last second he stopped. "I'll be right 
back," he said as he disappeared into the attached master 
bath. He opened the linen cabinet and withdrew a thick 
washcloth. Running the cloth under the water until it 
heated, Donovan looked at himself in the mirror. 


The next few minutes would forever change his relationship 
with Declan. Donovan wasn't sure what had prompted 


Declan to kiss him earlier on the beach, but he wasn't about 
to pass up the opportunity he'd been given. 


When the washcloth was nice and warm, Donovan squeezed 
out the excess water and walked back into the bedroom. He 
knelt beside the bed and picked up Declan's foot. Carefully 
washing off the dirt and sand, Donovan marveled at the fine 
boned, narrow foot in his hands. It was like the rest of 
Declan, delicate. 


After finishing one, he moved to the next. Declan just 
watched him with a mixture of love and awe. When he was 
finished, Donovan took the cloth back into the bathroom 
and washed it out. 


Bringing it back into the bedroom with him, he put it on the 
bedside table before kneeling at Declan's feet once again. 


Before starting on Declan's shorts, Donovan reached up and 
drew the t-shirt over Declan's head. 


He sat back enough to appreciate the thin, corded muscles 
of Declan's chest and stomach. 


Although lean, Declan's visible six-pack had Donovan ready 
to drool. 
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“Fucking perfect," he whispered reverently. He leaned 
forward and swiped his tongue over one dark brown nipple. 
"Oh, God. Please tell me I'm not dreaming." After giving the 
brown disk a slight nibble, Donovan licked his way to the 
other nub. 


With a hand to the back of Donovan's head, Declan moaned 
and arched to meet Donovan's hungry mouth. "Feels good." 


Declan began to guide Donovan's mouth further down his 
torso. 


He stopped when he reached a set of faint scars on Declan's 
lower stomach. He pulled away and traced the scars with his 
finger. Looking up into Declan's face, he tapped at the scars. 
"What are these?" 


Falling backward on the bed, Declan put his arm over his 
face and shook his head. Donovan stood and sat on the side 
of the bed next to Declan. Leaning over him, Donovan 
removed Declan's arm from his face and looked into his 
eyes before kissing him. The kiss was long and slow, meant 
to comfort, not arouse. "Declan, are those scars more of 
Chet's handiwork?" 


"No," Declan whispered. "I had them before Chet." 
"Who did this to you?" 


It took several seconds for Declan to answer. He tried to put 
his arms back over his eyes, but Donovan held them above 
his head and lay over the top of him. Finally, in a soft, 
almost child-like voice, Declan replied, "I did them to myself, 
before | met Chet." 


"Why, baby?" Donovan felt his chest tighten. 


"I was punishing myself. | thought | needed to be punished 
for the way | felt about my own brother. After | met Chet... 
well, | didn't need to punish myself any longer. Chet took 
care of it for me." 


"Shit. That's why you stayed with him for so long." It wasn't 
a question, more of a realization. 


Rolling over, Donovan scooted to the center of the bed and 
brought Declan up into his arms. He closed his eyes and 
held his twin as tight as he dared. He knew he needed to 
come clean with Declan on his own feelings. "Do you 
remember the night of our senior prom, the night | had sex 
with Elizabeth?" 


"| remember. The first time | cut myself wasn't long after. | 
was so angry with you until | realized it wasn't anger it was 
jealousy." 


Donovan kissed Declan's forehead. 


"We were in the bedroom naked and | couldn't get it up. It 
wasn't until | heard your voice outside the bedroom door 
that | was able to sustain an erection. | fucked Elizabeth for 
all the wrong reasons that night. | closed my eyes and 
pretended it was you. Afterward, | was so ashamed of 
myself | started pulling away from you. | moved to San 
Diego to get away from the temptation." 
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Donovan smoothed his fingers over the faint scars again. "I 
punished myself in a different way, but it was still 
punishment. | stayed away because | wanted to see you, not 
because | didn't." 


Now it was Declan's turn to comfort him. "What are we 
going to do? | know it's wrong, but | love you. | don't want to 
be without you anymore." 


Sliding his hand down, Donovan covered Declan's cock. 
"We'll figure it out one day at a time, like stepping stones 
across a creek." Donovan moved his hand to the button on 
Declan's denim shorts and waited for Declan's consent. 


A thrust of Declan's hips gave Donovan the sign he'd been 
waiting for. He unfastened the button and slowly drew the 
zipper down. Sitting up, Donovan pushed the shorts over 
the knee brace and off. Scooting down on the bed, he 
mouthed Declan's filling cock through the dark gray boxer- 
briefs. 


Running his long fingers through Donovan's short, black 
hair, Declan moaned and thrust against Donovan's face. 
"Suck me." 


Lifting his face, Donovan pulled the underwear down and 
off. He smiled up at Declan. "Oh, it's still as beautiful as | 
remembered." 


Donovan ran his tongue up the wide, heavily veined length 
of Declan's dick. Ruddy in color, Declan's cock was a 
masterpiece. A sudden flash of apprehension filled Donovan. 
Marc was large, but Declan's cock was bigger than any he'd 
had before. He knew by looking at the enormous shaft there 
was absolutely no way he'd be able to get the whole thing in 
his mouth. 


Declan must have noticed the worry lines. He smoothed the 
lines with his thumb as he lifted Donovan's chin. "It's just a 
cock. I'll never hurt you." 


"| just don't know if | can please you. l-l've never had 
anything so big." 


"Just grip the bottom half in your hands while you suck on 
the head. It has the most feeling for me anyway. Besides, 
the fact that after all these years, it'll be your lips wrapped 
around it... hell, | may shoot just thinking about it." He gave 
Donovan a teasing grin. 


Wrapping both hands around the cock, Donovan eased his 
mouth down over the crown. The taste of pre-come 
exploded in his mouth. "Mmm," he hummed as he enjoyed 
the earthy flavor of his brother's essence. He could tell by 
Declan's own moans and shallow thrusts, it wouldn't take 
long. Donovan sucked and licked the head of Declan's cock, 
working his way as far down as he could. Maybe in time he'd 
be able to take more of Declan into his throat, but it had 
been too long for him. For now, Declan seemed quite 
satisfied as he spread his thighs even further. 


"I'm clean. They tested me in the hospital." Declan gasped. 


Donovan nodded, and Declan released his control, shooting 
seed down Donovan's throat. The powerful jet of thick, white 
cream tasted like nothing else in the world. Donovan 
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swallowed all his brother gave him before pulling off and 
climbing up to share the flavor in a passionate kiss. 


Grinding his aching cock against Declan's thigh, Donovan 
ended the kiss. "Let me make love to you." 


"Yes," Declan moaned. 


Digging in the drawer beside the bed, Donovan came up 
with a well used bottle of lube. He sat up and looked at 
Declan. "How do we do this without hurting your knee?" He 
poured a generous amount of the silky feeling lube onto his 
fingers. 


"I think it'll be okay if | hold it up without bending it too 
much." Declan experimented with different holds until he 
was comfortable. "That's good." 


Looking down at the well presented hole, Donovan couldn't 
agree more. "Such a pretty ass." He smoothed his lube 
Slicked fingers around the rim of Declan's hole, pushing one 
finger all the way in. He found and rubbed against the 
sensitive gland repeatedly until Declan began thrusting 
against his hand. 


"More," Declan cried out. 


Slipping another finger in alongside the first, Donovan 
sawed them in and out of Declan's hole until he couldn't 
take it anymore. "Need in you." He pulled his fingers out and 
grabbed the bottle of lube again. Applying lube to his aching 
cock, Donovan looked down at Declan. 


“Love you," he said as he pressed the head of his dick 
against the entrance of Declan's body. 


With a little more pressure, Declan's body sucked Donovan's 
cock into its tight depths. "Oh Fuck!" 


Donovan's cock was above average in length and girth, but 
Declan's body accepted his dick like he'd been made for it. 
Once in to the root, Donovan gave his brother a minute to 
adjust to his size. At Declan's nod, Donovan pulled three- 
quarters of the way out before pushing back in to the base. 


"Harder," Declan moaned. "Fuck me harder. Make me feel 
every inch you." 


Reaching out, Donovan helped Declan support his own legs 
as he set up a fast, hard rhythm. The sounds of their skin 
Slapping together, combined with their cries of passion, 
were deafening in the room. Donovan changed angles just 
enough to peg Declan's gland on every thrust. Declan's cock 
filled once more as he threw his head back in ecstasy. 


"Need to touch myself," Declan ground out between panting 
breaths. 


Donovan secured one of Declan's legs so Declan could reach 
down and wrap his delicate hand around his own cock. 
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The sight of his brother jerking himself off to the rhythm of 
Donovan's thrusts was breathtaking. 


"Gonna come. Can't... Declan!" He shouted as he watched 
his brother's cock erupt. The sight and smell of Declan's 
come sent Donovan over the edge. He buried himself as 
deep as he could and shot inside his brother. 


Easing Declan's legs down, Donovan collapsed to the side 
and pulled his brother into his arms. 


He devoured Declan's mouth. "Love you," he murmured 
between kisses. 


"Mmm... love you." Declan curled his body around 
Donovan's. "Forever, yeah?" 


"Forever," Donovan answered, reaching for the washcloth. 
He cleaned Declan first and then himself before tossing the 
cloth onto the floor. "You hungry?" 


"Not if it means letting you go. I've been hungry for this a 
hell of a long time." Declan smoothed his hand down 
Donovan's chest. He continued on to Donovan’s closely 
cropped thatch of hair. 


"You feel wonderful. Please tell me you still feel the same 
way?" 


Thinking about it for a few seconds, Donovan thrust against 
his brother's hand. "I don't know how it's possible, but | love 
you even more." He kissed Declan again. "Let me make us 
something to eat. | won't let you get far enough away from 
me to miss me." 


Picking Declan up, Donovan walked to the kitchen. He set 
Declan up on the island beside the stove. 


"Just be careful you don't burn yourself." He gave Declan a 
quick kiss before going over to the pantry to retrieve a 
barbecue apron. He looked back at Declan and grinned. 
"Don't want to burn off any of my bits and pieces." Declan 
laughed and said something about loving his bits and 
pieces. Donovan turned and went to the fridge. Opening the 
door, he looked back over his shoulder to Declan. "You still 
like fried egg sandwiches?" 


"Yeah, and they're fast, too." Declan was staring at 
Donovan's naked ass. 


Giving a little wiggle, Donovan winked. "Egg sandwich 
coming up." He took the carton of eggs and butter out and 
set them on the counter next to Declan. 


Taking hold of Donovan's awakening cock, Declan smiled. 
“The sandwich isn't the only thing coming up." 


Moaning, Donovan leaned into his brother's hand and kissed 
him. "Food first. You haven't been taking very good care of 
yourself." He kissed Declan again, snaking his tongue into 
Declan's mouth for a quick taste. "But now you've got me to 
do it for you." 


"Did you ever resent having to take care of me? | know 
momma said it was your responsibility, but did you resent 
me for it?" 
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"Not a second. You've always been my sun and moon. 
Making you happy, and making sure you were protected 
growing up, made me feel like | was someone special. I've 
missed that feeling." 


Donovan got out the bread and started buttering four slices. 


"You've always been someone special. Look at Marc. | can 
tell by the way he talks about you, he thinks you're special. 
Speaking of which, should | be jealous of him? | mean, | 
have been for years, but now?" 


Turning on the stove, Donovan put a pat of butter in to melt. 
"My friendship with Marc has always been the best. It's the 
relationship part we've never figured out. He understands 
me, though. He might not always like the way things are 
between us, but he's never not been my friend because of it 
either. I'd be lying if | told you | didn't have feelings for him." 
Donovan cracked a couple of eggs into the skillet and 
seasoned them. 


"But he loves you, doesn't he?" 


"I think so. For me, though, the feelings and sex just weren't 
enough. | never felt whole." He turned the eggs over and 
looked at Declan. "Until now. You were the missing piece of 
my heart. 


| would never have been complete with anyone else." 
"So where does that leave Marc?" 


Donovan shrugged. "I don't know. | always hoped he'd find 
someone else, but he hasn't even really tried." 


Donovan busied himself preparing dinner. Marc’s feelings 
always weighed heavily on his mind. 


For years he knew he loved his best friend, but he’d always 
refused to tell Marc. What good would it have done? Just the 
thought of Marc finding someone else, though, had an ache 
forming in Donovan’s chest. 


"Maybe it's because he feels about you the way we feel 
about each other?" 


Handing Declan a sandwich, Donovan took a bite of his own. 
“Maybe. Not much I can do about that, though." 


"I'd share you," Declan said in a soft voice. 


Donovan blinked several times. Share me? With Marc? The 
thought was delicious, but it was a selfish dream and 
Donovan knew it. Declan deserved someone who was 
completely devoted to him. 


Setting the half-eaten sandwich down, Donovan picked 
Declan up and carried him to the living room. Sitting on the 
sofa with Declan still in his arms, he turned Declan to face 
him. "No. | would never ask you to share me. I'm yours, 
forever." 
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"You didn't ask. | offered. You care about Marc and | can see 
he's probably going through the same things we both went 
through. | don't want him to hurt like that. He's the one who 
told me my feelings weren't one sided. He cared enough 
about you to give you what you needed to be happy. | have 
you now, but only because of him." 


He could tell his brother was serious, so Donovan didn't 
discount everything Declan'd said outright. "I'll think on it. 
Right now, | need to enjoy you and no one else." It wasn't 
until that moment Donovan realized Declan was still holding 
the rest of his sandwich. He leaned forward and took a bite 
before winking at Declan. "Eat up. Tomorrow's the first 
sunrise of many | intend to share with you." 
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Chapter Four 


Leaning back against Donovan's chest, Declan watched the 
sun slowly rise up and over the water. "How did you find this 
place?" 


"From the water. Marc and | were out kayaking and I saw a 
for sale sign on the shore. We paddled over and as soon as | 
set foot on this piece of beach | knew | belonged here. | 
bought the property, and Marc designed the house for me to 
fit with the land. | think he did a damn fine job." 


Declan thought about the house. It wasn't a huge house, 
just big enough to be comfortable. With its back wall of 
glass, every room afforded a spectacular view. "He did a 
damn fine job, but why didn't you build it closer to the 
water?" 


Tucking his hands down the front of Declan's sweats, 
Donovan idly stroked Declan's growing erection. "Storms 
mostly, but also because the dunes need to be protected. 
That's why | built the boardwalk out and over the dunes to 
the beach. This beach is private, which means it’s up to me 
and only me to protect it." 


With his cock filling rapidly, Declan looked up at Donovan. 
"Take me back home. The sun isn't the only thing that's 
already risen." He smiled. 


Standing, Donovan picked Declan up and carried him back 
along the boardwalk to the deck. 


“Out here," Declan said before Donovan could carry him into 
the house. "Set me in the lounger and then get the lube. You 
can take a little morning ride in the fresh air." 


Donovan rubbed his cock through the thin material of his 
cotton pants. "That sounds nice. I'll be right back." 
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Working his sweats down and off, Declan quickly shucked 
his t-shirt and reclined back on the lounger. He stroked his 
cock as he waited on Donovan. When Donovan returned, 
already naked, Declan smiled. "Come here, you. Let me 
taste that sweet ass before | fuck it." 


Nodding, Donovan straddled the lounger and tossed the 
lube down beside Declan's hip. He squatted over Declan's 
face so his brother could get to his hole without straining, 
and braced himself with his hands. 


Burying his nose in the crack of Donovan's ass, Declan 
inhaled. "Damn you smell good, all man and sea." He pulled 
back and swiped his tongue up the sweet crevice. "Fuck. You 
taste even better." 


Declan began kissing and licking Donovan's hole, swirling 
his tongue around the tight pucker. 


Licking his thumbs, he inserted them just inside the hole to 
make room for his probing tongue. 
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Donovan was still nicely stretched from their early morning 
romp, so Declan's tongue fit nicely. 


"So good," he moaned. "Ride me." 


Turning around, Donovan picked up the blue bottle of lube 
and poured a generous amount on Declan’s shaft. Holding 


himself at the base, Declan guided Donovan down until his 
brother had impaled himself. 


Before he started to move, Donovan leaned forward and 
took Declan's mouth in a fiery, tongue tangling kiss. Sitting 
back up, Donovan began to raise and lower himself on 
Declan's cock. 


Watching his brother's muscles bulge and strain with the 
workout, Declan was in awe. "You're so fucking hot. | love to 
look at your body." Although they weren't identical, the two 
of them looked very similar, but where Declan had feminine 
features, Donovan was one hundred percent man. His years 
working out in the sun were evident in the dark shade of his 
skin, while Declan's lifetime of northern California weather 
had left him very pale in comparison. 


Never losing his rhythm, Donovan shook his head. "You're 
the hot one, so pretty and fragile looking." 


"Nothing fragile about my cock. Ride it, brother." 


Chuckling, Donovan picked up his pace. "You're right. 
There's nothing fragile about this two by four I'm sliding up 
and down on." Donovan reached out and tweaked both of 
Declan's nipples. 


Sweat began dripping off Donovan's forehead, landing on 
Declan's chest. "Ahh yes," he cried, slamming down on 
Declan's prick. 


Movement out of the corner of his eyes caught Declan's 
attention. He looked over and caught sight of Marc standing 
just at the corner of the house, looking up toward the deck. 
He was intent on watching Donovan as he rubbed his cock 
through his jeans. Declan looked up at Donovan and smiled. 
"Give Marc a good show." 


"Huh?" Donovan looked at Declan confused. 


Nodding his head toward the corner of the house, Declan 
winked. "Seems we've got an audience." 


The second Donovan spotted Marc, he shot his load all over 
Declan's chest. "Oh fuck." 


The increased grip on his cock as Donovan came tipped 
Declan over the edge as well, grinding himself up against 
Donovan's ass as he came. 


When Donovan caught his breath, he whispered down to 
Declan. "What should we do now? Do we tell him we knew 
he was standing there?" 
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"Let's see how it plays out first." He glanced toward the 
corner of the house, but no one was there. "He's gone. My 
guess is he'll give us enough time to clean up before 
knocking on the door." Declan pulled Donovan down for a 
kiss. "Did you see the look on his face?" 


"Yeah," Donovan mumbled in a sad voice. 


"His heart's breaking. You'll need to decide what it is you 
want to do about him before its irreparable." 


"I think you need to get to know him a little more first. See if 
it's even something you're still interested in." Donovan 
stood and helped Declan up. "Let's go get a quick wash-up 
before we greet our visitor." 
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Sitting in his SUV, Marc wasn't sure what to do. Should he 
just get the fuck out of there or should he suck it up and 
knock on the door. His groin tightened at the memory of 
watching Declan fuck Van. Even though it made him feel like 
an outsider, it had been beautiful to watch. 


He should probably be disgusted at the sight of two brothers 
fucking, but he was as far from disgusted as you could get. 
He'd witnessed first hand the pain caused by the separation 
of the twins, but now that they were together, where did 
that leave him? 


The decision of whether to go or stay was eventually taken 
out of his hands by the opening of the front door. Van stood 
looking at him. Marc wondered whether they'd seen him 
watching them. 


When Van waved a hand beckoning him inside, Marc was 
afraid the answer was yes. What he didn't know was how it 
would affect things between them. 


Getting out of his black Navigator, Marc walked toward Van. 
"| just stopped by to see how your meeting with Browning 
went." 


"Come on in and have some coffee." Van turned and walked 
back into the house knowing Marc would follow. 


Marc shook his head, of course he would follow. Hell, he'd 
followed Van clear across the country. He walked into the 
bright, sunny yellow kitchen and smiled at a giggling 
Declan. 


"Well, you're looking much happier today," Marc said as he 
filled a coffee cup and sat down at the kitchen table. 


Looking right at him, Declan stopped laughing. "I feel much 
happier today, thanks to you." 


"Good. I'm happy for you." Marc took a drink of his coffee, 
hoping the shaking of his hand wasn't too noticeable. "So 
tell me how your meeting went." 
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“Real good. He wants me to ride down with him to St. 
Simons next Friday." Van looked over and took Declan's 
hand. "Don't know that I will, though. I'd hate to leave 
Declan alone for another full day just when I've finally got 
him." 


Declan squeezed Van's hand. "Go. I'll be fine. Besides, if I'm 
going to stay here for the long haul, I'd better get on the 
internet and see if | still have a job." 


"Will they let you work from here?" Van asked surprised. 


"Sure. | do all my work online anyway. | mean, | used to go 
into the office several days a week but that was mostly to 
get away fro..." Declan cut himself off before he said 
anymore. 


Marc could see the tightening of Van's jaw, which was never 
good. "Why don't you go ahead and set up the site tour with 
Browning for next Friday. I'll come and get Declan that 
evening and take him to the wharf for dinner." 


Eventually, Van looked away from Declan to Marc. "Thanks. 
I'll go call Browning." Van stood and walked out of the 
kitchen. 


Drinking the last of his coffee, Marc got up to get another 
cup. "Can | get you a refill?" 


Shaking his head, Declan stared out the window. "You know 
him now better than I do, how long do you think he'll be 
pissed at me?" 


Sitting at the table, Marc looked at Declan. "He's not mad at 
you. It's more like he wishes he could take away your pain." 


"Why do you think that?" 


"Because, | barely know you and | wish | could take it away. 
Van's in love with you, he must feel it a hell of a lot deeper 
than | do." Marc took a tentative sip of his hot coffee. 


"Is that how you've felt with Donovan? Wanting to take 
away his pain, | mean?" 


“Every day for the past fifteen years." Now it was Marc's 
turn to stare out the window. 
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At six o'clock the next Friday, Marc picked Declan up for 
their dinner date. Declan smiled to himself. It really was a 
sort of date, even though Marc didn't know it yet. After their 
talk the week before, Declan had thought long and hard 
about Marc and Donovan. He'd come to the realization you 
could never have too much love. Donovan deserved all the 
love he could get and Declan was dead set on getting it for 
his brother. 
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As they drove along the winding roads toward town, Declan 
and Marc carried on a steady conversation. Marc, he found 
out, lived up the coast, closer to where they were headed. 
"So you live on the water, too?" 


"No. | live on a bluff overlooking the water, but | don't have 
any direct beach access. | like the view from up on the bluff 
and if | feel the urge to get my feet wet, | just go down to 
Van's." 


They pulled up in front of a white clapboard building with 
dark blue shutters. "This is it," Marc said as he turned the 
SUV off. "Best seafood around." Marc got out and waited for 
Declan to ease himself out of the passenger seat and find 
his feet. 


Declan was surprised to find a huge deck on the ocean side 
of the restaurant. "This is nice. Can we sit out here?" 


"Sure, it's your night," Marc replied and headed for an 
empty table. 


After ordering drinks, Declan sat back in his chair and closed 
his eyes, his cane hooked on the edge of the table. He liked 
the feel of the ocean breeze in his hair. When he opened 
them, he was surprised to find Marc staring at him. Marc 
quickly looked away, but Declan smiled to himself. 


It wasn't until he heard whispers from the next table that he 
remembered his scar. Both Donovan and Marc had made 
him feel so accepted and safe that he'd forgotten to most 
people he must look like a monster. Declan quickly covered 
his still red wound with his hand and looked at Marc. 


"Don't Suppose we can get dinner to go, can we?" 


Looking a little confused at Declan's quick turnaround, Marc 
finally caught a snippet of the conversation at the next 
table. He looked at Declan. 


Declan watched as Marc pushed his chair back and stood. 
He turned to walk toward the neighboring table as Declan 


reached out. "Marc don't." 


Marc looked back at Declan and shook his head. "I'll just be 
a moment." 


Declan watched as Marc marched over to the table with the 
four college-aged men. Declan wasn't sure whether to feel 
special or humiliated. It felt nice that Marc would go into 
battle for him, but shouldn't he be man enough to stand up 
for himself? 


He looked over, just in time to see Marc slamming his fist 
against the center of the table. Two of the men's beers 
toppled as one by one Marc got into their faces. Declan 
could tell by Marc's body language he was pissed, but his 
voice was so soft and low that Declan couldn't hear a word 
that he spoke. That impressed Declan. Chet always made 
sure the entire neighborhood could hear him screaming. 
Marc truly was the strong silent type. Declan watched as 
one by one the men's faces paled. They withdrew their 
billfolds and slapped money down on the table before 
beating a hasty retreat. By the time Marc sat back down, 
there was no sign of them. 
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Marc looked at Declan and smiled, then reached across the 
table and removed Declan's hand from off his face. "Don't 
let people drive you into hiding." 


"I look like a monster," Declan mumbled. 


"No you don't. You look like a gorgeous man who's had an 
accident." Marc actually winked at Declan. "Besides, it really 
is rather sexy. Just wait until it heals a little more. You'll be 
fighting the men and women off in droves. | can't think of 


anyone who doesn't find a scar on an otherwise flawless 
face a turn-on." 


"Does that go for you, too, Marc?" 


"Hell yeah," Marc answered in his deep, gravely voice. "Just 
because you're most definitely taken, doesn't mean I'm 
blind to your sex appeal." 


Looking into Marc's green eyes, Declan smiled. "Thanks. 
You're not so bad yourself." 
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After Marc dropped him off, Declan fixed himself a big glass 
of cherry Kool-Aid and went out to the deck. He got himself 
settled and dialed the phone he'd brought out with him. 


"Hello?" 
"Hey," Declan said. "Just wondering when I can expect you?" 


"Hey, brother. | won't be home for another hour and a half 
or so," Donovan whispered into the phone. 


Smiling to himself, Declan knew Browning was sitting right 
next to Donovan. "Can Browning hear you?" 


"Yeah. ul 


"So | probably shouldn't tell you that | have a hard cock in 
my hand right now. And, ooh, yeah, I've got my finger 
shoved up my ass. I'm getting very impatient waiting for 
that dick of yours to come home and relieve some of this 
ache I'm feeling." 


"Declan," Donovan growled in warning. 


"Are you hard? Do you want to shove that stiff prick up my 
ass? Ooh, I'd like that." Declan smiled and took another 
drink of his Kool-Aid. 


"I'll deal with it when I get home. | gotta go," Donovan said 
just before hanging up on him. 
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"Oh, | am in so much trouble. What a bad boy | am." Declan 
laughed out loud into the ocean breeze. 


Five minutes later the phone rang. Thinking it was Donovan 
calling back, Declan cheerfully picked up the phone. "Miss 
me already?" 


"So you are there? Banging your brother yet?" Chet's voice 
sounded so close, Declan panicked and hung up the phone. 


He made it into the house as fast as his bad knee would 
allow and locked the door. Going from room to room, he 
made sure the windows and doors were all locked. The 
phone kept ringing, but he'd be damned if he'd answer it. 


After the house was secure and the phone turned off, 
Declan locked himself in the bathroom. He wasn't sure how 
long he'd been in there when he heard Marc shouting his 
name. 


Scrambling toward the bathroom door, Declan unlocked and 
opened it. "Marc! I'm in here," 


Declan called back. 


Marc appeared in the bedroom doorway. He had on sweats 
and a pair of thongs on his feet. 


"Where've you been? Van called me frantic when he couldn't 
reach you on the phone." 


Without thought, Declan launched himself into Marc's arms. 
He buried his head under Marc's chin and began to shake. 
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Wrapping his arms around Declan, Marc squeezed the 
Shaking man against his chest. "What happened?" 


"Ch-Chet called." 


"Fuck." Marc led Declan into the living room and set him on 
the sofa. Picking up his cell phone from where he'd thrown it 
down on the coffee table next to his keys, Marc speed dialed 
Van's number. 


"Did you find him?" Van asked as soon as he answered. 


Sitting on the sofa, he wrapped an arm around the still 
Shaking Declan. "Yeah, he's okay, shook up a little and 
Shaking, but unharmed. It seems Chet called." 


"Shit. Don’t let Declan out of your sight. l'Il be there in a half 
hour." 


"I'll be here when you get home. No way in hell I'd leave him 
like this. See you in thirty." 
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Flipping his phone closed, Marc threw it on the table and 
wrapped both arms around Declan. 


"Van'll be home in about thirty minutes. You gave us both 
quite a scare when you didn't answer the phone earlier." 


"| thought it was Chet. | locked the doors and windows and 
hid in the bathroom like a wuss." 


Declan seemed to burrow further into Marc's chest. It felt 
good, Marc thought, maybe too good. 


Petting Declan's black curls, Marc tried to calm him. "Shh. 
You didn't act like a pussy. You reacted like anyone would 
after getting a call from a man who'd thrown them out of a 
second story window." 


He moved his hands down from Declan's head to rub 
Declan's tense back. Feeling his cock harden, Marc tried to 
pull away. "Can | get you something to drink?" 


Declan pulled Marc back against him. "Please don't leave 
me. Just hold me." 


Relaxing back on the couch, Marc put his arms back around 
Declan. "Van should be home any time." He could feel 
Declan still shaking and wondered what it would be like to 
be that afraid of someone. He'd always been big for his age. 
In high school he was a defensive lineman on the football 
team. No one had ever dared to challenge him in anything, 
but here in his arms was a grown man so frightened, he was 
actually shaking. 


Holding Declan a little tighter, Marc rested his head back on 
the couch. He was beginning to feel very protective of 
Declan, but he knew it could only lead to pain. It was bad 
enough feeling unrequited love for one brother, he didn't 
think his heart could handle falling for them both. 
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Chapter Five 


Marc still had a tight hold on Declan when they heard 
Donovan's key in the door. Declan automatically tensed at 
the noise. "It's just Van," Marc tried to soothe him with a 
hand on his back. 


Donovan opened the door and immediately rushed to 
Declan's side. Sitting beside Marc on the couch, he plucked 
Declan off Marc's lap and into his own. 


Marc was stunned at the loss he felt when Declan was taken 
from his arms. 


"Oh, baby." Donovan kissed Declan's forehead. "Tell me 
what he said?" 


Snuggling into Donovan's embrace, Declan looked at Marc. 
"He just confirmed to himself that he knew I'd be here and 
asked if we were banging yet." Declan kissed Donovan's 
tightening jaw. 


"It wasn't so much what he said, it was more that he had 
the balls to try and track me down." 


Declan shivered, "He knows where to find me now." 


"He'll never get his hands on you again." Donovan looked at 
Marc. "Did you check the caller ID 


on the phone to see where the call was coming from?" 


Shaking his head, Marc pointed toward Declan. "I think he 
needed me more than | needed to play amateur detective." 


Bristling from the sting of Van’s attitude, Marc stood and 
went to find the phone. 
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Donovan kissed him. "I was so scared when I couldn't get 
you on the phone. | hope you didn't mind me calling Marc to 
come over and check on you?" 


Still trembling, Declan shook his head. "I'm glad you called 
him." He looked into Donovan's eyes. "I was so scared. He'll 
kill me for sure if he finds me again. | know it." 


Holding him tighter, Donovan buried his face in Declan's 
hair. No way in hell would he let that fucker get his hands on 
Declan again. "Shh, we won't let him find you, but you need 
to calm down before you make yourself sick." A crash 
sounded from the kitchen and Declan almost jumped out of 
his skin. 


"Oh, God. What was that? Is Chet here? Is he in the house?" 


Donovan turned toward the kitchen, as Declan tried to get 
even closer to him. "Marc?" 


Marc came out of the kitchen holding his hands up. In one 

hand he held the phone. "I'm sorry. | Knocked the fruit bowl 
off the island." He must’ve noticed Declan's agitated state. 
Marc walked toward the couch and knelt in front of Declan. 
"I'm sorry. It wasn't Chet. It was my own clumsiness." Marc 
looked from Declan to Donovan. 
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Donovan reached over and squeezed Marc's hand. "It's okay. 
| can't thank you enough for staying with him until | got 


here." Donovan looked down at Declan. His brother had 
started to cry. 


Donovan didn't know if it was out of fear or frustration. 
"Baby? Do you have any sleeping pills in your medicine 
bag?" 


Declan managed to nod. Donovan looked at Marc again. 
"Would you do me a favor and go into the master bathroom 
and bring us one of his pills out of the plastic bag on the 
counter?" 


"Sure," Marc said as he rose and headed for the bathroom. 


Crooning words of love, Donovan tried to calm Declan's 
crying. He was grateful when Marc came back with the 
promised pill and a glass of water. "Baby, sit up and take 
this." 


Rising, Declan took the pill out of Donovan's hand and 
reached for the glass of water. He looked at Marc. "Thanks," 
he said just before popping the pill into his mouth. 


Marc turned and took the empty glass into the kitchen. 
When he came back into the living room he didn't sit down. 
"I'm going to take off." 


"No!" Declan said, grabbing for him. "Please don't go. | feel 
safer with you both here." 


Donovan saw the pleading of Declan's eyes as he begged 
Marc to stay. He looked up at Marc. 


From Marc's expression Donavan knew he couldn't tell 
Declan no. Donovan reached out and pulled Marc back down 
on the couch. 


The three of them sat together, watching the news, until 
Declan drifted off to sleep snuggled between the two much 
larger men. Donovan ran his fingers through Declan's black 
curls. "Did you check out the phone earlier when you were 
in the kitchen?" 


"Yeah, there was a call from Arizona." Marc seemed 
mesmerized by Donovan's fingers combing through Declan's 
hair. "I can see why you love him. I've only known him for a 
week and want to go out and slay his dragons for him." 


"He's special, always has been. As hard as the last fifteen 
years have been on me, Declan's had an even rougher 
time." Donovan went on to tell Marc about Declan's years of 
self-mutilation. When he finished, Marc looked grief stricken. 
"Maybe I shouldn't have told you that, but | think it's 
important that you know his mental state. It's not that | 
think he's crazy or anything, it's just that I think he doesn't 
like himself very much. I'm hoping that by giving him all the 
love he deserves, he'll learn to accept who he is and what 
he feels." 


Marc leaned over and kissed Donovan's cheek. "He's lucky 
to have you." 


"I'm the lucky one. So many times he could have been taken 
from me. | believe, for whatever reason, God has a plan for 
us. He kept my Declan alive until he could work his way 
back to me. 
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I'll do everything in my power to protect him." Donovan 
looked at Marc. "It's hard for you, isn't it? Seeing us 
together?" 


"Yes and no. I'm happy for you. I've known for years that 
Declan was the one you truly loved. 


Seeing the two of you together is bittersweet, though. You're 
happier than I've ever seen you, than /'ve ever made you. It 
hurts, | won't lie about it. | wish you could have found that 
same level of love with me, but life goes on." Marc cleared 
his throat. "I guess | should be going." 


"Stay," Donovan put a hand on Marc's thigh. He hated 
hearing Marc reduce himself like that. 


"It'll make us all feel better if we can greet a new day 
together." 


At Marc's reluctant nod, Donovan picked Declan up and 
carried him toward the bedroom. When he noticed Marc 
wasn't following he turned back around. "Aren't you 
coming?" 


"| thought I'd just sleep out here." Marc motioned toward the 
couch. 


"Don't be ridiculous, come on. It'll help Declan feel safer if 
he wakes up during the night and we're both there for him." 
Donovan turned back around and continued on to the 
bedroom. 


What he didn’t say, was that it would also help him. For 
years Marc had been the one to calm him down when he 
was agitated, and Donovan was ashamed to admit he 
needed Marc’s arms once again. 


Donovan laid Declan down on the bed and began to undress 
him. Out of respect for Marc, he left Declan's underwear on, 
and then undressed himself. 


When Marc eventually walked into the bedroom, Donovan 
could tell he was hurting. "I hope you don't mind, but | think 
it would be better if we left Declan in the middle." 


Marc nodded and began undressing with his back to 
Donovan. He didn't know why, but the simple action of Marc 
turning away from him to disrobe hurt. Donovan had seen, 
licked and kissed every inch of Marc's beautiful body. So 
why was Marc hiding from him now? 


Sitting on the bed, with his back still toward Donovan, Marc 
lifted the covers and quickly slipped underneath. He kept his 
back to Donovan as he whispered good night. 


"Marc?" Donovan whispered, feeling his eyes begin to burn. 
"Yeah?" 


"What's going on?" He heard his voice crack. He hoped that 
Marc hadn't picked up on it. 


Sighing, Marc turned over to face Donovan. "Nothing's going 
on, go to sleep." 


Reaching over Declan, Donovan put his hand to Marc's 
cheek. "I'm sorry." When Marc turned enough to kiss 
Donovan's hand, it broke his heart. 
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Donovan moved his hand to the back of Marc's neck and 
pulled him forward. Leaning over a still-sleeping Declan, 
Donovan kissed Marc softly on the lips. 


At Marc's surprised gasp, Donovan slipped his tongue into 
Marc's mouth. He couldn't help himself and apparently 


neither could Marc, because he took the kiss even deeper. 
Soon they were moaning as they hungrily tasted each other. 


When the moans got louder, Donovan was suddenly aware 
of Declan squirming around in between them. Breaking the 
kiss, Donovan looked down at Declan who was looking at 
him with a sleepy, drugged smile. Donovan bent down and 
gave Declan a passionate kiss. When he looked up, he could 
see the raw need in Marc's eyes. Donovan smiled and 
gestured to Declan. Marc nodded and bent to give Declan a 
soft, gentle kiss. Declan smiled up at Marc and Donovan. 


"Good, need you two." His eyes closed again and he was 
out. 


Looking back at Marc, Donavan smiled. "It feels right having 
you here. Stay as long as it feels right for you." 


Marc nodded and settled in with his head back on the pillow. 
He hesitantly put his arm across Declan to rest on 
Donovan's hip. They were quiet for a long time and Donovan 
thought that Marc had fallen asleep when he heard a soft, 
low voice whisper, "I love you". 


Donovan fell asleep with his heart fuller than it had ever 
been before. 
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Chapter Six 


The sun in his eyes woke Declan the next morning. He tried 
to burrow under the large, warm body beside him and heard 
a grunt that didn't sound like Donovan. Opening his eyes 
further, Declan looked up to see a brown, heavily muscled 
chest. 


Confused, Declan shook his head and blinked several times. 
A familiar hand slipped under the band of his briefs and 
encircled his cock. Declan sighed and leaned back into 
Donovan. 


"Morning." 


"Good morning. How did you sleep?" Donovan moved his 
hand up and down Declan's morning erection. 


"Like a stone evidently. When did you two carry me in here?" 
Declan reached behind him and ran his hand down 
Donovan's thigh. 


"Not long after you fell asleep. | asked Marc to sleep in here. 
He needed it, you needed it and | think | needed it as well." 


Remembering the events of the night before, Declan tensed. 
"What am I going to do about Chet?" 


Kissing Declan’s neck, Donovan helped Declan turn over to 
face him. "I told you we would keep you safe. Marc checked 
the caller ID and the call came from Arizona. Do you know 
anyone there that Chet would be staying with?" 


"No, but then again, | didn't know most of Chet's friends. Do 
you think | should call the police in San Francisco and tell 


them Chet called me?" 


"I think it wouldn't be a bad idea, just in case he calls again. 
That way they can make a note of it in the file that he's still 
harassing you." Donovan ended his statement by leaning in 
for a good morning kiss. 


Declan felt Marc snuggle up against his back and he broke 
the kiss and looked over his shoulder. 


Marc was still asleep. Declan thought about how he felt with 
Marc in bed with them. Funny thing was, it didn't feel weird 
at all. AS a matter of fact, being sandwiched between two 
strong men made him feel safer than he'd ever felt before. 


Looking back to Donovan, Declan grinned. "Someone's like a 
furnace at my back." 


"Yeah, he's always like that." Donovan stopped, realizing 
what he'd said. 


Giving Donovan a smile, Declan kissed his nose. "It's fine. 
You don't have to pretend around me that you don't have 
feelings for him. I'm okay with it, really. As a matter of fact, | 
was just thinking how safe it felt to be sandwiched between 
two strong men. It's nice. It really is." 
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"| kissed him last night," Donovan said in a soft, worried 
voice. 


"Good. | thought I’d dreamt it. | want you to kiss him if that's 
what you feel like doing. | want to be part of your life, but | 
don't want you to stop having feelings for Marc just because 
of me. If you can manage both of us, then | say go with your 
heart." He gave Donovan a kiss, slipping his tongue inside 


for a brief moment. "I'm going to go start a big breakfast for 
the three of us." He winked at Donovan. "Why don't you 
wake Marc up while I'm gone?" 


"Do you know what you're doing? Because you need to be 
sure about this, baby. Once | open myself to the two of you, 
| may not be willing to let either of you go." 


"I think so. | mean, you love the guy." Declan tweaked 
Donovan's nipple and smiled. "Now, help me get the hell out 
of the middle of this sandwich so | can make us breakfast 
and don't take too long waking Marc." 
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After Declan slipped on a pair of sweats and limped out of 
the room, Donovan scooted closer to Marc. He rested his 
head on the pillow Declan had vacated and just watched the 
sleeping man. 


He'd known this guy for fifteen years, so why did it seem 
like he was seeing him for the first time? 


He mapped Marc's gorgeous face with his eyes. Running his 
finger over Marc's thin but flared nose, Donovan wasn't 
surprised when two eyes opened to study him. "What are 
you doing?" 


"Just looking at you," Donovan replied. 
"What's going on?" 


Donovan could see the confusion in Marc's eyes. "I don't 
really know, to be honest. | know that for the first time in my 
life | slept in total contentment." He ran his hand across 
Marc's bristled jaw. "I like having you in this bed, with us. It 
just feels right to me." 


Marc narrowed his eyes. "So you like having your cake and 
eating it, too." 


Shaking his head slightly, Donovan tried to explain. "It's not 
about that. I'm not sure how to make you understand." He 
took a deep breath and tried again. "I love my brother and | 
always will, but | need you, too. You each bring something 
different to my life." 


Marc didn't say anything for a long time. Just when Donovan 
started worrying that he'd totally screwed up, Marc leaned 
over and kissed him. It wasn't a passionate kiss, but at least 
it didn't appear to be a kiss goodbye. 


Pulling back, Marc looked into his eyes. "I love you. And | 
really like Declan. It's easy to see how you could've been in 
love with him all these years, but | don't know if I'll ever love 
him. 


Stepping Stones - 36 


How could a relationship between the three of us ever work? 
Have you even stopped to think about one of us getting 
jealous of the others?" 


Donovan stopped Marc's questions with another slow kiss. 
"What did you feel when you saw the two of us making love 
on the deck last week?" 


He could swear he saw a blush creep up Marc's neck and 
face. They still hadn't talked about Marc watching them. He 
ran his hand over Marc's broad shoulder and scooted even 
closer while he waited for Marc to answer. 


"It was hot, don't get me wrong, but | felt sad." 


"Why?" 


Shrugging his shoulders, Marc sighed. "Because | was left 
out." 


Taking a chance, Donovan pushed down his underwear 
before going to work on Marc’s. His long-time lover gave a 
grunt of satisfaction. 


"So what if you weren't left out?" Donovan brushed his lips 
across Marc's. "Sweetheart, | don't expect you to jump into 
bed with Declan and start fucking him right away. As a 
matter of fact that's the last thing | want. | think both of you 
need to take time to get to know each other, but you have a 
place in our home and I'd like to see if we can make it 
work." Donovan smiled as Marc scooted closer, bringing 
their erections into contact. 


Rubbing back and forth, Marc sighed. "I don't think | have 
much choice. I'd do anything to be with you and you know 
it." 


Rolling over on top of Marc, Donovan ground his groin 
against Marc. "I do love you. | refused to tell you before 
because | knew it would give you false hope, because even 
though | loved you, there was still emptiness inside me only 
Declan could fill. | didn't want to build a life with you 
knowing a part of me would always be in love with my 
brother." 


Spreading his thighs, Marc thrust up against Donovan and 
pulled the man’s head down for a kiss. 


"Feels good to hold you again." 


Donovan grunted and took Marc's mouth in a deep kiss as 
they continued to rub against each other. Marc separated 
the cheeks of his ass and pressed a finger against 
Donovan's hole. "Oh... 


gonna." 


"Yeah, come with me," Marc said as he pushed the tip of his 
finger inside Donovan. 


Feeling his stomach tighten, Donovan bowed his back and 
cried out Marc's name as he shot heat between their 
entwined bodies. 


"Oh fuck... Van!" Donovan smiled as he watched Marc's face 
in ecstasy. So beautiful, his Marc. 
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Rolling to the side, Donovan scooted down and began 
licking their combined seed. The more he tasted, the more 
certain he was this was the right thing to do. He prayed that 
Marc and Declan would find their way to each other because 
he didn't want to let either of them go. 


Marc pulled him back up and smiled. "Give me a taste," he 
said as he thrust his tongue into Donovan's mouth. "Mmm." 


"Yeah. ul 


"Guys?" They heard Declan call them to breakfast, 
interrupting the moment. 


Donovan ran his hand over Marc's spent cock. "Let's do a 
quick cleanup before we get started on our day." 


Getting off the bed, Donovan pulled Marc up and led him to 
the bathroom. "We'll just do the quick dick-in-the-sink thing 
and leave the shower for after breakfast." Donovan took a 
washcloth off the shelf and ran it under warm water. As he 
started to clean Marc's chest and groin, he noticed a 
pensive look on Marc's face. "What's wrong?" 


Shrugging, Marc took the cloth from him and rinsed it again. 
"Just worried. | don't want to rush Declan, or myself, but | 
want this." Marc began washing Donovan, kissing his skin 
after every swipe of the cloth. 


After they were both clean, Donovan pulled Marc back into 
his arms. "You won't have to force anything. You'll see. 
Declan has a way about him that's irresistible. You'll just 
have to wait for his cues because he's still a little skittish." 


"Yeah, well, being a punching bag for years would probably 
do that to a person." 


Donovan noticed the way Marc's hands clenched into fists 
as he said it. That was a good sign. 
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After breakfast, Donovan pulled Declan into his lap. "Doing 
okay?" 


Looking into his brother’s eyes, he nodded. "I'm good." And 
he was. He looked across the table at Marc. He'd heard their 
cries of ecstasy earlier and instead of feeling jealous, it 
made him feel happy. When Donovan came into the kitchen 
holding hands with Marc, he'd seen the joy on his brother’s 
face. Yep, Declan knew this was right. 


Snuggling further into Donovan's arms, he smiled at Marc. 
"Would you like to go home and bring some stuff over 
here?" He felt his face heating. "l-I mean you don't have to, 
but it would be nice having you here." 
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Marc looked at Donovan and then back to him. "I'd like that, 
if you're sure this is okay with you?" 


"It's better than okay." He felt Donovan's hand run up the 
inside of his leg. Yeah, this was definitely the right thing to 
do. 


"If Chet called from Arizona, | think | have at least another 
day of peace. No way would he leave his precious sports car 
at the airport. He’d just as soon drive cross country." 


Declan leaned toward Marc. "Why don't you get your things 
and we'll fix fried chicken while you're gone? | feel like a 
picnic on the beach today." 


Donovan covered his hardening cock, squeezing just a little. 
"We don't need fried chicken to make a picnic of you on the 
beach." 


Moaning, Declan thrust into Donovan's hand. He heard a 
chair scrape against the hardwood floor and looked up at 
Marc. "Sorry." 


Shaking his head, Marc came around the table and cupped 
Declan's cheek in his big hand. "Don't be sorry. The two of 
you are breathtaking together." He pointed toward the door. 
"I'm gonna run home, shower and grab some stuff. I'll be 
back in a couple of hours." He leaned down and gave 
Donovan a brief but passionate kiss. From Donovan's lips, 
he moved to Declan's forehead, giving it a nice kiss. 


Declan felt warm all over at the brief touch of Marc's lips. 
“Hurry back." 


Marc smiled as he turned to leave. He stopped in the 
doorway and looked back at Declan. "You planning on 
wearing those shorts | saw you in the other day?" 


Grinning, Declan squirmed on Donovan's lap. "I can wear 
those or the ones in the bottom of the drawer that are really 


indecent." 


Marc grabbed his chest and staggered. "Good Lord, | didn't 
think shorts came any sexier than the ones you were 
wearing last week. | don't know that I'd survive anything 
Skimpier." 


"Well, we'll just have to see now won't we?" Declan winked 
as Donovan laughed. 


Shaking his head, Marc turned around and walked out of the 
kitchen. Donovan slipped his hand down the front of 
Declan's sweats. "You know, you really shouldn't tease him 
that way." 


"Who said | was teasing? If we're going to sleep in the same 
bed, I'm sure eventually he'll see the goods anyway." He 
moaned as Donovan pushed the waistband down below his 
balls. 


“That's what I'm talking about. No one could catch a peek of 
this dick and not want it. | really think you need to think 
about it." Donovan began a slow stroke on Declan's cock. 
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"I'm not totally opposed to the idea of being with Marc. | just 
need to feel a little more comfortable around him first. I'm 
not used to trusting big men, and he's pretty, you know...." 


Donovan stopped his hand and turned Declan so they were 
face to face. "Marc would never hurt you. He's one of the 
kindest souls I've ever known and he already feels 
protective of you." 


Burying his face in Donovan's neck, Declan nodded. "I want 
to believe that, | really do, but it's going to take me some 


time to fully trust him." 


Standing, Donovan helped him into the bathroom. "Let's get 
a shower and make a picnic." 


KKK 


After the last of the fried chicken had been devoured, Marc 
and Van curled together on a blanket in the sand. Van was 
napping, and the big umbrella shaded the sun from Marc's 
eyes as he watched Declan, cane in hand, splash around in 
the surf, trying to exercise his knee in the water. 


"Damn, those shorts should be illegal," he muttered as he 
ogled the tiniest, holiest shorts he'd ever seen. 


Van cracked an eye open to look at his brother. "Yep. I'm 
sure glad they're not, though." Van's hand ran down the 
length of Marc's torso to cup his hardened cock. "I can see 
how much you're enjoying them." 


"Hell, who wouldn't. That man has to have the sexiest body 
I've ever laid eyes on." 


"| would agree one hundred percent. Although, | can't 
believe you think he's sexier than | am," 


Van said with a pout. 


Leaning over he kissed those pretty lips. "Sorry, but you 
gotta admit..." 


Van's answer was to push his tongue into Marc's mouth. He 
moaned as Van's hand continued to rub his cock through the 
lightweight fabric of his shorts. Marc broke the kiss and 
thrust into Van's hand. "Need in you. It's been too damn 
long since I've been home." 


Nodding, Van started untying his swim trunks, Marc eagerly 
helping him. When they were both naked, Marc scooted over 
to the picnic basket and looked inside. He searched the 
contents twice before he looked back at Van. "Where's the 
lube? Surely you packed the good stuff?" 


Covering his face with his hands, Van shook his head. 
"Sorry, | got sidetracked by Declan's shorts. | was on my 
way into the bedroom to get it when Declan came out and 
all thought left me." He uncovered his face and looked at 
Marc. "We could try it without?" 
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Shaking his head, Marc stood. "Not worth the risk of hurting 
you. I'll just run up to the house." 


He looked down at his erection. "I don't think this thing's 
going anywhere. I'll be back in five minutes." 


KKK 


Donovan watched as a still nude Marc slipped on his thongs 
and took off toward the boardwalk that led to the house. He 
watched the afternoon sunlight become absorbed into 
Marc's brown skin, the sheen of sweat accentuating the 
strong muscles of Marc's back, thighs and ass. "Damn," 


he said as Marc disappeared over the sand dune. 


He swung his attention out toward the water to find Declan 
staring after Marc. His twin evidently liked the view, 
because one of those delicate hands had slipped inside 
those tiny shorts. 


Declan must have felt Donovan's eyes because he swung 
his gaze toward his watching twin. 


Nodding slowly, Declan smiled. 


Exhaling a sigh of relief, Donovan began stroking himself as 
he watched Declan turn and head back into deeper water. 
Smiling, Donovan realized that was Declan's way of giving 
him the go ahead. 


It was a little over five minutes later that Marc came running 
back down the boardwalk. 


"What's the matter, couldn't you find it?" When Marc fell 
onto the blanket beside him, Donovan could tell something 
was wrong. It was then that he noticed Marc's flaccid cock. 
"What's going on?" 


Taking a deep breath, Marc took his hands. "There was a 
message on the machine." 


He could tell by the look in Marc's eyes that it was from 
Chet. "What did he say?" 


"Just bullshit stuff about ridding the world of perverts, but 
what's got me bothered is the fact that the call came from 
Oklahoma. | looked up the area code in the phone book. 
He's got to be around Oklahoma City." Marc squeezed his 
hand. "He's getting closer and he's determined to torment 
Declan with it." 


"So what do we do about it, other than the obvious? You did 
erase the message, didn't you?" 


"No. | thought maybe you'd need it to play for the police. It's 
time we called them. We'll just have to make sure Declan 
doesn't hear it." 


Pulling Marc down and into his arms, Donovan kissed the 
top of his head. "I'll have to tell him about it, though. Trust is 


a big thing with him. He'd never forgive either one of us if 
we hid this from him." 
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Marc nodded, "Maybe it's time we moved up to the bluff. 
Chet doesn't Know anything about my house." 


Looking toward the water, Donovan tried to think. "Let's get 
Declan inside. We can get him to your place and once he's 
there, we'll tell him about the call." 
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Chapter Seven 


Unlocking the front door, Marc stepped back and let Van and 
Declan walk in first. They'd had to do some fast talking to 
get Declan to leave the beach and their house, but at last 
they were out of harms way. 


He watched as Declan looked around his home, mouth 
hanging open. He had to admit, his house was pretty 
spectacular. Although modern, his home was warm and 
comfortable inside, with exposed beams and hardwood 
floors. The entire back wall of the house, both upstairs and 
down, looked like a seamless pane of glass. It wasn't until a 
person studied the glass that they spotted the small chrome 
handles that slid to open onto the large decks. 


Marc walked through to the open kitchen and opened his 
large, stainless steel refrigerator. 


"Anyone want a beer?" He looked over his shoulder at Van 
and Declan. Declan had changed out of the tiny swim shorts 
to put on a pair of equally short denim shorts. 


"I'll take one," Van said, and turned to Declan. 


"Yeah, | haven't had a beer in ages." Declan worked his way 
to the kitchen. Van noticed he was relying pretty heavily on 
his cane. 


"You overdo the water exercising today?" He handed Declan 
and Van their beer. 


Climbing on a stool beside the kitchen island, Declan 
opened his beer bottle. "You Know what they say, no pain, 


no gain." Marc watched Declan's corded neck as he guzzled 
the beer. 


Feeling his cock harden, he turned and opened the fridge 
again. "So what sounds good for dinner? | have some steaks 
| can thaw out, maybe grill them with a salad?" 


"Sounds good. Not hungry yet, though," Van said as Marc 
heard him scoot out another stool. 


Digging in the freezer, he grabbed three thick T-bones and 
turned to set them on the counter. 


Van and Declan were in a lip lock, and as Marc watched, Van 
spread Declan's legs a little. With his legs open in those 
Short shorts, Declan's nut sac practically spilled out onto the 
seat of the stool. Evidently that was just what Van had been 
hoping as he ran his knuckles over the soft looking skin. 


Swallowing, Marc shifted his cock around in his swim shorts. 
Fuck, they were beautiful. Before he realized what he was 
doing, he had his hand down his trunks wrapped around his 
prick. The longer the two of them kissed and petted, the 
faster Marc's hand moved on his cock. When Declan 
groaned, Marc erupted, come heating his hand and the front 
of his shorts. 


He looked up to see Van and Declan looking at him. 
Suddenly mortified at his own behavior, he tried to turn 
away. "l'm um... going to take a shower." He started to walk 
out of the room, but was stopped by a solid hand on his 
shoulder. Looking back, he came face to face with a heavy- 
lidded Van. 
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Without saying a word, Van took hold of his wrist and lifted 
his come soaked hand up to eye level. Marc felt his face 
heat as he tried to pull his hand away. "Sorry, man." 


Van shook his head and slowly brought Marc's hand to his 
mouth. 


Maintaining eye contact, Van cleaned his palm before 
moving to suck his fingers one by one. 


Marc's eyes closed as a moan escaped him. 


When Van released his hand he opened his eyes. Van leaned 
in to kiss him, tongue hot, sliding against his. 


“Never apologize for getting off while watching me and 
Declan. It's good that we excite you. If this thing between 
the three of us is going to have a chance to grow, we need 
to be open and honest." Van looked over his shoulder to 
Declan. "You agree?" 


"Yeah. ul 


Marc looked at Declan and grinned. "Thanks. I'm going to 
take that shower now. Make yourself at home." 


"Wait," Declan called out. Marc could see the indecision on 
Declan's face as he tried to speak. "I, um, would you come 
over here for a second?" 


He looked over at a grinning Van, who nodded. Marc walked 
over to the island to stand in front of Declan. 


"Would you kiss me? That's all | can probably handle for 
now." Marc liked the way Declan's cheeks flushed as he 
spoke. 


Putting his hand on the island on either side of Declan, he 
bent slightly and brushed his lips over Declan's. Fuck, so 
soft and sweet. 


Moaning, Declan ran his tongue across the seam of Marc's 
lips. Opening, Marc allowed Declan to explore his mouth 
before reciprocating. Taking his hands off the counter, Marc 
wrapped them around Declan's waist. Marc lifted him off the 
stool and onto the island, and then, moving between his 
legs, Marc took the kiss even deeper. It felt like someone 
had set a match to dynamite. 


He knew that if he kept going, he wouldn't be able to stop at 
a kiss, so reluctantly he eased back. 


Declan nibbled his lips as he brought his body under control. 
Breaking the kiss, he looked into Declan's eyes. "Damn." 


Looking a little dazed, Declan nodded. "Yeah, damn." 
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A throat cleared behind him and he turned and received a 

kiss from Van. Marc blushed as Van passed a hand over his 
obvious renewed erection. Marc nodded. "I guess l'Il make 

that a cold shower." 


Taking a firmer grip on his cock, Van shook his head. "I'll 
come with you and take care of it." 


Van looked over at Declan. "Will you be all right for twenty 
minutes or so?" 


"Yeah. | think I'll sit out on the deck while you're gone. | 
have some things to think about." 


Van helped Declan from the counter and kissed him. "We 
won't be long." 


KKK 


After Donovan and Marc went upstairs, arm in arm, Declan 
took his beer and headed for the large deck. "Oh my word," 
he said in awe, as he spotted an extra wide lounger. "It's big 
enough for all of us." 


The thought stopped him in his tracks. With a slight shake to 
his head, he spread out on the lounger. Looking out toward 
the ocean, Declan realized he'd just made his choice. 
Although he knew the physical love would come before the 
emotional love, he felt okay with it. Good in fact. 


Kicking off his sandals, Declan leaned back and closed his 
eyes. 


He thought about Marc and Donovan in the shower 
together, those amazing, light green eyes of Marc’s staring 
into Donovan’s baby-blue’s. He smiled to himself as his 
prick started to become interested in the vision as well. 
Marc was just too damn sexy to resist, his eyes and long 
dreadlocks were enough in themselves to stop most people 
in their tracks, but Marc had more than just a pretty face. He 
had a chiseled body in the prettiest shade of milk chocolate. 
Declan remembered seeing him and Donovan entwined on 
the beach earlier. The contrast between the pair was 
breathtaking. Although Marc's muscles were more defined, 
they didn't look fake, like he'd pumped up in a gym or shot 
up steroids. No, Marc's muscles were nature's blessing. 


Smiling to himself, he fell asleep as the warmth of the 
sunshine caressed his skin. 


A hand to his face woke him. Donovan was lounging on one 
side of him. "Hey, sleepy head," 


Donovan whispered as he leaned in to kiss Declan. "There's 
something Marc and I need to talk to you about." 


Turning his head, he spotted Marc sipping a glass of wine on 
the other side of the deck. He looked back at Donovan. 
"What's going on?" 


"Would you like a glass of wine?" Donovan asked, as he 
motioned for Marc to bring it over. 


Walking toward him, he could see the look of something... 
sympathy maybe, in Marc's eyes. He took the wine and 
drained the glass. Handing it back to Marc, he turned to 
Donovan. "There, I've had my wine. Now tell me what the 
hell is going on? You guys are starting to scare me." 
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Marc set the glass back on the table before sitting on the 
corner of the lounger. He looked at Donovan and gave a 
Short nod. 


Donovan wrapped his arms around Declan. "There was a 
message on the machine from Chet earlier, back at my 
house. He's closer this time. | think he's coming this way 
and trying to frighten you with the calls. Marc and | think it 
would be better if we stayed up here, at least for now. Chet 
doesn't know anything about this house. We can keep you 
safer here on the bluff." 


He felt his entire body start to shake as Donovan held him 
even tighter. What the hell was he doing? His very presence 
here put these two wonderful men in danger. He needed to 
take-off, go somewhere Chet would never think to look. 


Declan knew in his heart that Chet wouldn't give up until the 
man was in jail or one of them was dead. To Chet, Declan 
was a possession, and his ex never parted with a 
possession. 


Trying to pull away from Donovan, Declan shook his head. "I 
need to just go. This is my problem, and I'll deal with it." He 
continued to push against Donovan's massive chest, but he 
was no match for the strength of his twin. 


"You're not going anywhere," Donovan said. Declan hadn't 
heard that bigger-brother commanding voice in years. He 
stilled in Donovan's arms and looked up. 


"You don't Know what he's capable of. He's ruthless when it 
comes to me. l'm like some kind of perverse obsession to 
him. | love you too much to let him get near you." He looked 
over Donovan's shoulder to Marc. "Help me, tell him this is 
crazy. You two have found each other again. I'll come back 
someday when things have cooled down." 


Marc shook his head and wrapped his arms around both 
Declan and Donovan. He kissed Declan on his tearstained 
cheek. "Haven't you figured out yet that Van would die if 
you left again?" 


Marc looked at Donovan and smiled, before looking back 
down at Declan. "And | can see why." 


Marc ran his hand down the side of Declan's face. "Please 
don't worry about me or Van. We're more than capable of 
taking care of you. Even more, we want to take care of you, 
if you'll let us." 


Declan looked from man to man. He saw the honesty in 
Marc's beautiful face and knew the man was telling the 
truth. Two men, two very honorable men, wanted him. What 


had he done that made him so worthy? It felt good, safe, 
being wrapped in this blanket of testosterone. He smiled to 
himself. Chet really would have his work cut out for him if he 
tried to go up against these two. 


He looked around the deck and out toward the ocean. His 
mind played out a dozen different scenarios as he watched 
the waves rise and fall. Opening himself up to Marc was a 
scary thought. It wasn't that Van would ever let Marc hurt 
him, but he knew he needed to know Marc wouldn't. Declan 
realized that would only come with time. Trusting his body 
with Marc was one thing, but Declan knew his heart would 
take longer. 


Now, looking into Marc's beautiful eyes, he melted. "Are you 
sure we won't be in the way?" 
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Slowly shaking his head, Marc leaned in for a kiss, his 
tongue sliding across the seam of Declan's lips. On a sigh, 
Declan opened for him as he thrust inside. Marc's tongue 
slid across his in a dance of passion, charging and 
retreating, drawing Declan inside his own mouth. Closing his 
eyes, Declan surrendered to the feelings Marc was inciting. 


When Donovan's tongue joined theirs, Declan and Marc 
moaned at the same time. That caused a giggle to erupt 
from Declan as he opened his eyes and saw two of the most 
gorgeous faces on the planet. Donovan took the opportunity 
to move over enough on the extra-wide lounger for Marc to 
stretch out on the other side of Declan. 


Rubbing circles on Declan's stomach, Donovan kissed his 
temple. "We can all do this together. 


It's like a house of cards, you remove one and the house 
falls. | love you, baby, and | want to add Marc as our next 
stepping stone, but only if it feels right." Donovan slipped a 
hand under Declan's t-shirt to rub across his nipples. 


Arching into his touch, Declan looked over at Marc and 
nodded. "I'm scared. | won't lie to you both about that, but it 
does feel right." He tentatively brushed his hand across 
Marc's stomach. 


"You'll have to be patient with me. | get a little...skittish at 
times." 


Flashing his wide smile, Marc leaned in for another soft kiss. 
"Who could blame you? You'll get no pressure from me. I'm 
just grateful for the chance." Marc wriggled over, and a 
broad hand joined Donovan's underneath his shirt. 


Declan's cock was so hard he thought he'd come any 
second as both men began plucking and teasing at his 
sensitive nipples. He grabbed both men by the back of the 
neck and pulled them in. 


After tasting their lips he whispered, "Take me to bed." 


Marc looked at Donovan. Declan could tell he was nervous. 
Feeling the need to put his mind at ease, Declan kissed him 
again. "Would you carry me?" 


Declan watched Marc's throat move as he swallowed several 
times before nodding. He stood and scooped Declan up off 
the lounger. Donovan was already at the door holding it 
open by the time they reached it. Declan rested his head 
against Marc's shoulder as they walked up the stairs toward 
the master bedroom. An entire wall of glass had Declan's 
jaw dropping. It looked like they could reach out and touch 


the ocean. He suddenly pictured starry nights and sunrises 
in bed overlooking the view. 


Standing Declan beside the bed, both Donovan and Marc 
began to undress him. Ooh, how wicked he felt, two men 
treating him like a prince. Giggling again, Declan threw his 
arms wide and let them do whatever they wanted. 


Donovan pulled his shirt up to his armpits and laughed. 
"Someone seems to be enjoying this?" 


He tapped Declan's outspread arms and he raised them 
over Declan’s head. Pulling the t-shirt off, Donovan tossed it 
to the side, before bending over to nip one of his hard 
nipples. 
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Strong hands ran up the length of his legs to cover the 
bulge behind his fly. Marc looked up at Donovan and winked. 
"If the laughter hadn't given him away, this sure would 
have." 


Leaning forward, Marc ran his face against the soft material 
of the worn denim shorts. "Damn, | love these shorts," he 
growled as he unbuttoned Declan. 


He could barely draw a breath as Marc slowly lowered the 
zipper. Declan swallowed and looked at Donovan. Meeting 
his stare, Donovan leaned in and kissed him. "Relax, baby. 
No one will treat your cock with more care than Marc." 


A warm, wet tongue traveled the length of his cock and 
Declan's eyes rolled to the back of his head. "Oh, shit." He 
felt his knees start to buckle as Marc's mouth enveloped his 
dick. Reaching out, he held on to Donovan's shoulder as he 
looked down on Marc's bobbing head. Marc had left the 


leather thong out of his hair, and the dreads were swinging 
back and forth like tiny fingers trying to caress his body. 


Moving his legs further apart, Declan watched as Marc 
pulled off his cock and licked down toward his scrotum. 
Laving his sac, Marc started to growl against his flesh 
causing vibrations to travel up through his balls to his 
already aching cock. 


"Gonna come," Declan moaned as Marc sucked first one 
then the other ball into his hot mouth. 


Declan felt himself begin to shake with the effort it took to 
hold his orgasm at bay. 


Dropping to his knees, Donovan took over sucking on his 
sac as Marc returned to swallow his cock. Two pulls later, 
Declan felt himself shoot down Marc's throat. "Oh, Jesus, 
Mary and Joseph," he screamed toward the vaulted ceiling. 


After milking his cock dry, Marc backed off and pulled the 
covers back on the bed. Donovan helped him get into bed, 
his body still trembling. He opened his eyes and watched as 
his two lovers undressed. He automatically licked his lips as 
both men stood nude before him. Although their bodies 
were roughly the same size, there was a world of difference 
between them. Where Donovan was nicely muscled, Marc 
was chiseled, like the greatest sculptors in the world 
collaborated on his creation. 


Declan swallowed, feeling the overabundance of saliva 
pooling in his mouth. "God, you're beautiful," he said in awe. 
Teasing, Marc began to flex his muscles for Declan. He 
giggled as Donovan rolled his eyes. He held out his arms. 
"Come to bed you two." 
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Chapter Eight 


Scrambling eggs the next morning, Declan couldn’t keep the 
smile off his face. The night before had been fantastic. His 
body was still singing with the joy of two sexy men going 
down on him. 


He heard Donovan behind him a second before a warm 
chest pressed against his bare back. 


Donovan buried his nose in Declan’s hair. "You okay?" 


Leaning back, Declan offered his neck. "I'm good." He 
gestured toward the pan of scrambled eggs. "It's almost 
ready. Marc in the shower?" 


"Just out. He'll be down in a minute. | asked him for a few 
minutes alone with you." Donovan began licking and kissing 
Declan's neck. 


Giving the eggs a final stir, Declan turned off the burner and 
swung around into Donovan's embrace. "Alone time to kiss 
me?" He leaned in for a passionate morning kiss. 


"Mmm, tastes good," Donovan moaned against his lips. 
"Wanted to make sure you were okay with what happened 
last night." 


Declan thought of Marc making love to Donovan as he 
watched and petted. "You guys were beautiful together." 


Grinning, Donovan looked down toward Declan's quickly 
filling cock. "What about what Marc did to you? Was it okay, 
or did it make you feel uncomfortable?" 


"Are you kidding? It was one of the best blowjobs I've ever 
had," he realized what he'd said and quickly tried to recover. 
"l-I mean your blowjobs are fantastic, too." 


Laughing, Donovan swatted him on the butt. "There's no 
need to backpedal. Marc's got a great mouth." He ran his 
hand down the side of Declan's face. "I just want to make 
sure that we're not pushing you into something you're not 
ready for?" 


"You aren't. I'm good, really." He slapped Donovan's chest. 
“Now go sit down and l'Il get this food on the table." 


"| love you." Donovan said with one last kiss. 
"I know." 


Donovan took his seat at the table as Declan dished up the 
eggs, sausage and toast. He couldn't get a read on exactly 
how much food to fix, so he just made a lot and hoped it 
would be enough. 


Marc came in just as Declan was pouring himself and 
Donovan some orange juice. He held the pitcher up, "Juice?" 
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"No thanks," Marc said, getting into the fridge. He came 
back out with the jug of milk, "I'm more of a milk person in 
the morning." Marc set the milk on the table before walking 
over to give Declan a morning kiss. "Sleep okay?" 


"God, who wouldn't have." He was rewarded with one more 
kiss before Marc sat down. 


"So," Marc said, dishing up eggs, "what's on the agenda for 
today?" 


"Well even though it's Sunday, | need to call Karen and see 
if she has any jobs for me," Declan replied between bites. "I 
haven't worked in awhile and the bills are surely stacking up 
back in San Francisco. Speaking of, | need to go back and 
sort things out. Get my stuff." 


"Not alone you won't." Donovan narrowed his eyes at 
Declan. "I'll look at my calendar. See what I've got goin’ this 
week. Maybe | can fly out with you and we can rent a truck 
or pay to ship your stuff back." Donovan looked over at 
Marc. "What about you?" 


"Well, if | work on the Lakeland's project today, | should 
have a couple days to spare this week." 


He looked from Donovan to Declan. "Might be the best time 
to do it since we know Chet isn't there." 


That brought the queasy feeling back to Declan's stomach. 
He looked down at his plate and set his fork down. Taking a 
deep breath, he looked from Donovan to Marc. "I think I'd 
like to go to the grocery store and get the pantry and 
freezer fully stocked so | don't have to go out again for 
awhile." 


Donovan nodded, and pointed toward Declan's plate. 
"Sounds like a plan. Now eat up." He finished the stern 
command with a wink. 


KKK 


Marc was absorbed in his work and startled when the phone 
rang. "Hello?" 


"Hey," Donovan's voice sounded alarmed. 


"What happened?" Marc sat straighter in his chair, muscles 
already tightening. 


"The police received a call about an hour ago, seems 
dickhead was snooping around my place this morning. 
Someone walking along the beach reported it." 


"So...are they over there now?" 


"Yeah, they just called me on the cell and want me to meet 
them at the house, but | don't want to take Declan." 


Declan must have been standing close, Marc read between 
the lines. "I'll wait for you out on the porch." 
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"Sounds good." 


Donovan hung up and Marc walked out of his office. 
Standing on the porch, Marc's stomach began to roll at the 
thought that Chet had finally arrived. His eyes automatically 
swept over the yard. He realized he didn't even know what 
the guy looked like. 


Marc watched as Donovan came tearing into the driveway. 
He decided to talk to Donovan first before getting Declan 
out of the car. He leaned down and spoke through the open 
window. "Did the police say if Chet actually broke into the 
house?" 


"No, but my guess is he did or they wouldn't need me 
there." Donovan leaned closer to Marc. 


"Keep him next to you at all times." The look Donovan gave 
Marc said that maybe Declan was worse off than he 
appeared. 


Marc gave Donovan a deep, tongue thrusting kiss. "I'll take 
care of him." He walked around and opened the passenger 
door. 


Leaning across the seat, Donovan looked into Declan's eyes. 
"I'm going to meet the cops. While I'm there l'Il pack a 
couple of bags for us and then I'll be right back here." 


Declan nodded, and Donovan kissed him. "Love you," 
Donovan whispered to Declan. 


"Me, too," Declan whispered back. 


Before Donovan left, Marc knew he needed a description of 
Chet. Declan would be the obvious person to ask, but Marc 
didn’t think his little man was up to it. He looked at 
Donovan, "What's he look like?" 


Donovan didn't appear to be surprised by the question. 
"Short, blond hair, fake tan, blue eyes, about six foot. I'm 
gonna fill the cops in on Chet's recent call while I'm talking 
to them." 


Nodding his approval, he scooped Declan out to the car. "It's 
Okay, I've got you." 


Keeping his eyes on his surroundings, Marc carried Declan 
around to the driver's side. He could see the worry in 
Donovan's face. "I won't let anything happen to him." 


The harsh lines on Donovan’s face softened as he looked at 
Declan in Marc's arms. "I Know you won't." 


Marc nodded and carried Declan inside, setting him down on 
the couch, "I'm just going to make sure everything's locked 
tight." Marc received a nod from Declan. He raced through 


the house making sure doors and windows were all secure 
before retrieving two bottles of water from the fridge. 
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Marc wrapped Declan in a blanket he found on the back of 
the couch and set the shaking man in his lap. "Do you mind 
if | hold you this way?" 


Declan shook his head and rested it on Marc’s shoulder. "I 
like it. Some people might think I’m being a baby, but I’ve 
always liked to be held." 


Deciding distraction was the best course of action, Marc 
turned on the television. "Tell me to stop when you see 
something you like." 


"Doesn't matter," Declan said snuggling against Marc's 
chest. "Thanks," he murmured. 


"For what?" Marc asked, kissing Declan's forehead. "For 
caring about you? That comes with knowing you." 


Marc continued to kiss Declan's forehead and on down his 
cheek. Declan turned his head slightly and allowed Marc to 
capture his lips. Tasting Declan was heaven and Marc dipped 
his tongue inside, taking the kiss deeper. Realizing what 
Declan needed was his support and not being mauled, he 
broke the kiss. "I'm sorry. | hold you like this and forget 
myself." 


Running his smooth hand over Marc's cheek, Declan shook 
his head. "I wouldn't have kissed you back if | didn't want 
to." He squirmed around for a moment and Marc saw him 
glance at the clock. 


"He'll be home as soon as he can." Marc wrapped the 
blanket tighter around Declan, still feeling faint tremors. 
"Why don't you see if you can get some sleep, it'll make the 
time go faster?" 


"If | sleep, I'll dream." 


Marc thought about the scars on Declan's body. Donovan 
had told him about them, but he'd never broached the 
subject with Declan. "You having nightmares about Chet?" 


"Kinda," Declan began drawing circles around Marc's 
nipples. "I dream that he's gonna do something to you and 
Donovan. He knows that's the way to hurt me." 


Marc couldn't help feeling touched that he was included in 
Declan's dreams, even if they were nightmares. God, he 
wished there was a way to reassure Declan, but the truth 
was, Chet was a loose cannon set to go off at any time. Marc 
felt his muscles begin to tighten at the thought of that 
maniac hurting either Donovan or Declan. 


"You just let me worry about Donovan. | won't let anything 
happen to him." He smoothed his hands down Declan's 
blanket covered back. "Take a nap. I'll wake you if | think 
you're dreaming." 


"Okay, thanks," Declan yawned. 
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Maybe it was time to take matters into his own hands. He 
held Declan while he came up with a plan to catch Chet 
before Chet had a chance to hurt anyone. 
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Chapter Nine 


By the time Donovan finally used his key to get into Marc's 
house, both Marc and Declan were asleep. He set the 
suitcases down by the door and relocked it. Walking over to 
the big chair opposite the couch, Donovan watched his two 
men. He smiled to himself at the way Marc's body 
protectively curled around Declan. God he loved them. 


He thought about what to tell Declan. No way could he tell 
his brother what Chet had done to Declan's clothes, or the 
words that had been spray painted on Donovan's walls. 


Declan was lucky he'd been able to salvage some of his 
clothes. They were the only clothes spared from the knife 
wielding psycho. 


Declan started to whimper in his sleep. Donovan was just 
about to get up to wake him when he saw Marc's hand rub 
Declan's stomach, trying to banish the nightmares. "Shh, it's 
Okay. I'm still here." 


Apparently that's all Declan needed to fall back into more 
peaceful sleep. It was clear to Donovan in that second that 
Marc was falling in love with his brother, and unless he 
missed his guess, Declan was falling for Marc. The thought 
warmed Donovan from his head to his toes. He knew they 
could make this work. 


Thinking about the future brought Donovan right back to 
thoughts of Chet. No way could Declan have dealt with 
someone like that on a daily basis and not suffered some 
kind of psychological damage. He decided he needed to talk 
to his twin about getting some counseling. It would have to 


be the right counselor, though. One who wouldn't pass 
judgment for the way Declan chose to live or, more 
importantly, who he chose to live with. 


Getting up, Donovan went into the kitchen for a beer. He 
looked in the fridge and remembered that he and Declan 
had never made it to the store. Looking around, he found a 
package of hotdogs and a couple of boxes of macaroni and 
cheese. "Just like when we were kids," Donovan said out 
loud. 


He remembered weeks when money was short and they'd 
eaten nothing but the dinner he was getting ready to make. 
He wondered whether it would bring back good or bad 
memories for Declan, but, just like when they were younger, 
it was all the food he had to fix. 


Starting the grill on Marc’s fancy stove, Donovan 
remembered many times going without the hotdog because 
they hadn't had enough for both of them. Declan had 
always been so much smaller Donovan figured he needed 
the meat more. His friends used to tease him about babying 
his brother, but Donovan never thought of it that way. To 
him, it just was. 


Putting a pot of water on to boil, Donovan threw the hotdogs 
on the grill and looked out the wall of glass toward the 
ocean. The view from up here was spectacular. He thought 
about moving up here for good. It just didn't feel right. Not 
because he didn't love the house, but because he knew the 
three of them could never be openly together in such a 
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own haven on the beach. It didn't matter that they didn't 
even live in town. Donovan didn't want to have to watch 
himself every time he and Declan were out together. 


While pouring the macaroni into the boiling water, he tried 
to think of somewhere they could go where no one would 
care. San Francisco was the obvious choice, but there were 
too many memories there. As Donovan turned the hotdogs, 
he thought about different cities that he'd heard were gay 
friendly. Trying to think about the three of them and what 
kind of lifestyle they enjoyed outside the bedroom, Donovan 
started thinking about Seattle. Maybe they could build a 
place outside the city, close to the water? 


Stirring the pasta, he decided to talk to Marc and Declan 
about a move. Of course they'd have to go on the internet 
and do a little research first. Maybe they could go on to 
Seattle from San Francisco when they went to pick up 
Declan's stuff. Although, from what Chet did to Declan's 
clothes, Donovan doubted anything would still be intact. 
Draining the macaroni, Donovan mixed in the milk, butter 
and cheese packet. The dogs were piled onto a plate and 
set on the table along with the finished mac and cheese. 
After putting out the place settings, he went in to wake his 
loves. 


Kneeling on the floor beside the couch, he looked his fill. He 
wished at that moment he was a painter, or a photographer, 
anything to be able to capture this moment in time. It 
suddenly dawned on him. He knew Marc had a pretty fancy 
camera. He quietly crept to Marc's office. 


Retrieving the camera, Donovan tried to figure out how to 
work it. 


When he felt reasonably confident, he walked back into the 
living room. The pair hadn't moved an inch. He began taking 
pictures from several different angles. He quickly snapped a 
few more knowing the sound and flash would wake them 
any second. Marc started to stir, one hand brushing Declan's 


bare stomach where his shirt had ridden up. Perfect, 
Donovan thought. 


Marc turned his head and looked at Donovan. "What're you 
doing?" 


Feeling slightly embarrassed, Donovan set the camera on 
the coffee table. "You're so beautiful, | just wanted a 
picture." He shrugged. 


"Do you even know how to work that?" Marc pointed toward 
the camera. 


"| don't know. If just one of the shots turns out, I'll be 
satisfied." Needing to change the subject, he motioned 
toward Declan. "How's he doing?" 


Marc looked back at Declan and kissed his forehead. "Okay, 
| think. He had a couple of bad dreams, but we got through 
them." He looked back at Donovan. "So what did you find 
out?" 


Donovan sat on the floor and ran his fingers through his 
hair. "That fucker trashed my house and Declan's clothes." 
He went on to tell Marc about the obscene words and 
phrases painted on the walls. He tried to laugh, but he knew 
it just sounded pitiful. "I think the cops got a pretty good 
education on gay sex today." 
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Standing up he pointed toward the kitchen. "Dinner's ready, 
although it's probably cold by now." 


He felt a little sheepish again for taking pictures of the 
twosome instead of waking them. 


Marc rubbed Declan’s stomach. "Wake up, sleepy-head. Our 
hero has made us dinner," he looked at Donovan and 
winked. 


Stirring, Declan opened his eyes and yawned. As soon as he 
saw Donovan he smiled. "Hey, you." 


"Come on, baby, wake up and eat some dinner," Donovan 
said, leaning over Marc to give Declan a kiss. 


Stretching, Declan yawned again. He looked at Marc and 
grinned. "Good nap." 


"You bet it was." Marc untangled himself from Declan's body 
and stood. "I'm gonna hit the bathroom before | eat." 


Donovan watched him walk out of the room before turning 
back to Declan. "Sure you're okay?" 


"No," Declan admitted honestly, "but as long as you two 
don't leave me, | will be." 


“Never gonna let you go again." Donovan smacked Declan's 
ass. "Now get up and eat. We've got to get some meat on 
those bones." He said it jokingly, but Donovan had noticed 
Declan's weight dropping. 


Donovan pulled Declan off the couch and led him to the 
kitchen, being careful of his still-sore knee. "Ta da." He 
made a production of waving his hand over the food. 


Giggling, Declan sat down. "I haven't eaten this dinner since 
mom was alive." 


Marc walked into the kitchen whistling, Donovan enjoyed 
the happy look on his lover's face. 


"Mmm, something smells good." 


Donovan and Declan looked at each other and started 
laughing. "You obviously didn't have the same upbringing 
we did." At Marc's confused look, Donovan waved his hand. 
"Not important." 


Shrugging his shoulders, Marc dug in, picking up four hot 
dogs and piling a huge mound of mac and cheese on his 
plate. He didn't seem to notice there were only three hot 
dogs left and Donovan and Declan had yet to get any. 
Donovan forked two of them and put them on Declan's 
plate. 


"You eat those. | had a bite on the way home." 


Declan gave Donovan a look that said he knew he was lying. 
Marc stopped eating and looked at them. He noticed their 
plates and dropped his food. "Shit, I'm sorry." He passed one 
of the hot dogs to Donovan. "Just smack me upside the head 
next time." 


After taking several bites, Declan laid down his fork. "So tell 
me." 
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"Huh?" Donovan acted like he didn't know what Declan was 
asking. 


"Don't, big brother. Tell me what Chet did to your house." He 
set his fork down and leaned on his forearms. 


Shrugging like it was no big deal, Donovan took another 
bite. "Painted some walls, destroyed some of your clothes. 
You had some in the washer, though, so they're okay." 


Declan rubbed his forehead and started to push his plate 
away. Donovan stopped its forward progress. "No, | will not 
have you getting sick. That fucker's done enough already." 


"I'm sorry about your house." 


"It's just a house. Matter of fact, | was thinking earlier that 
maybe the three of us should consider a move to Seattle." 
Donovan held his breath waiting for their reaction. 


"Seattle? Why there?" Marc asked. 


"Its gay friendly and it has water. Besides, I've seen the sun 
rise over the ocean long enough. l'm ready to watch it set 
again." He looked into Marc's eyes, willing him to 
understand. 


"I've never been to Seattle, might be fun." Marc looked at 
Declan. "What do you think?" 


"I think the two of you shouldn't have to pick up and move 
just because of me." Declan crossed his arms in front of him. 


Donovan took a deep breath and scooted his chair back. 
"Come here," he said, holding his arms out. 


Standing, Declan crawled into Donovan's lap. "I'll be honest. 
| do want to make this move because of you. | want to be 
able to walk down the street holding your hand and steal 
kisses in the movie theater." He motioned toward Marc. "I 
want the three of us to be able to live together without 
worrying who we might be offending. | think Seattle might 
be the place for that." 


"We'll still get looks," Declan said with a pout. 


"Yeah, but it will be because I've got two hotter than fuck 
guys on my arm." 


Slapping his chest, Declan grinned. "Flatterer." 

"What'll it get me?" Donovan waggled his brows. 

"Anything you want," Declan said in his come-get-me voice. 
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Standing, Donovan deposited Declan back in his chair. 
"Good. | want you to eat the rest of your dinner." He winked 
and sat back down. 


"Oh, you suck," Declan said with a laugh. 


Swallowing a big forkful of macaroni, Donovan winked. "I'll 
give you dessert, though." 


Declan ate a bite of hotdog and looked at Marc. "And you? 
Will you give me some desert, too?" 


Marc nearly choked, but quickly recovered. "Uh...yeah." 


Quickly finishing the hotdog, Declan walked over and stood 
beside Marc until he scooted his chair back enough for 
Declan to straddle his lap and grind that fine cock against 
Marc. He wrapped his arms around Marc's neck and leaned 
up for a kiss. "There's only one other person I've ever felt as 
safe with." Declan swallowed, clearly nervous. "Will you 
make love to me?" 


Marc looked at him for a long time. "We don't have to. I'll 
protect you without it." 


"I know, that's why I want it." Declan kissed him again. 


Donovan felt his cock twitch at the scene in front of him. He 
knew what a big step this was for Declan. If he trusted Marc 
enough to make love to him, their family would be all right. 
Without another word, Marc stood and carried Declan 
upstairs with Donovan following close at their heels. 


They quickly undressed and Declan slid to the center of the 
bed. Moving as one, Marc and Donovan walked toward 
opposite sides. Snuggling up to Declan, Donovan was more 
than ready to make love to these two men. He rubbed his 
aching cock against Declan's hip as he leaned in for a kiss. 
The contact of his tongue against Declan's was electrifying. 


They kissed and touched for what seemed like hours. Declan 
was the first to beg. "Please." 


Donovan reached over and pulled Marc on top of Declan. 
"Did you leave the lube in the shower?" 


Marc was already grinding against Declan as he shook his 
head. "More in the drawer," Marc said as he spread Declan's 
legs to accommodate his much bigger body. Looking down 
at Declan, Marc gave him a soft kiss. "This okay for your 
knee?" 


Moaning, Declan ran both hands down Marc's back to land 
on his ass. "Feels good, don't stop." 


"What should we do with Van while I’m buried deep inside of 
you," Marc asked, swiping his tongue across Declan’s jaw. 


Declan separated Marc’s ass cheeks and tapped his hole. "I 
think this should be filled as well, don’t you?" 
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Marc grunted in reply. 


Donovan grinned at the pair as he found the lube and 
Slicked his fingers. Reaching behind Marc, he squirted some 
lube on Declan's fingers. "Get him ready for me, will you?" 


"Gladly", Declan said as Donovan watched him insert a 
finger into Marc's already loose hole. 


Marc groaned and thrust harder against Declan. 


Taking that as the sign to hurry, Donovan rimmed Declan's 
rosette with his own slicked fingers. 


He smiled when Declan's body seemed to reach out and 
grab his finger and swallow it whole. 


Yeah, that was his baby, needing it. He continued to stretch 
Declan until they were all three panting. 


"Enough," Declan cried. "In me, now." 


Withdrawing his fingers, Donovan picked up a t-shirt from 
beside the bed and wiped his hands before positioning 
himself behind Marc. He waited as Marc slowly entered 
Declan. "Oh, oh God, so full," Declan moaned, head moving 
side to side on the pillow. 


Hearing the deep growl emanating from Marc's chest, 
Donovan knew he was fully seated. Years of screwing 
someone definitely had its privileges. Without waiting for 
Marc to say the words, Donovan entered Marc. Growling 
louder this time, Marc had both Donovan and Declan 
laughing. 


"I think we need to start calling you Leo the Lion." Declan 
said as Donovan and Marc worked out a rhythm. Soon the 
laughter stopped as the moans grew louder. The feel of 
Marc's body squeezing his cock as Marc sunk deep into his 


brother was overwhelming. Donovan watched as Declan's 
hand reached down to encircle his own cock, preparing to 
come, his face flushed as his breathing grew ragged. "Oh, 
soon." 


Picking up their pace, Marc and Donovan's hips were 
pistoning at lightning speed as Declan cried out under them. 
Donovan watched the splash of his brother' s hot seed 
against Declan's stomach seconds before he came deep 
inside Marc's ass. A loud growl from Marc let the entire 
neighborhood know that he was coming as well. 


Knowing their combined weight would crush Declan, 
Donovan fell to the side. Marc must have gotten the hint 
because he collapsed to the other. Chuckling, Donovan 
tweaked Marc's nipple. 


“Loud enough, Leo?" 


He started laughing again when Marc grunted, then cuddled 
in against a drowsy Declan and kissed his brother's neck. 
"Give me a couple and I'll get a washcloth." All he got in 
response from Declan was a closed-eyed smile. He wanted a 
nap, but first they needed to clean up. 


Gathering his strength, Donovan pushed himself out of the 
bed and headed for the master bathroom. 
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As he was wiping down, he happened to catch his reflection 
in the mirror. The grin on his face said it all. Yep, he was one 
happy man. Carrying the hot washcloth into the bedroom, 
he stood at the end of the bed and watched his two men. 
They were cuddled together with Declan's head on Marc's 
shoulder, kissing. He sat on the side of the bed and tenderly 
wiped Marc clean. 


Running the still-warm washcloth over Marc’s ass, Donovan 
couldn't help himself. He bent over and placed a kiss on the 
tip of Marc's spent cock. Even flaccid, it was beautiful. 
Opening his eyes, Marc ran his fingers through Donovan's 
hair. "Hey, come up here." 


Holding up a finger, Donovan went back into the bathroom 
to re-warm the washcloth. Bringing it back to bed, he began 
cleaning Declan. He smiled as Marc watched every swipe of 
the soft terrycloth over Declan's balls and hole. Donovan 
threw the washcloth on the floor and cuddled in. Running his 
hand up his brother's body, he looked at Marc. "He's 
special." 


"Yeah, he is." Marc leaned over Declan and gave Donovan a 
kiss. "We'll keep him safe." Marc gave him more kisses as 
the threesome snuggled together for a late afternoon of 
loving. 
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Chapter Ten 


Walking into the kitchen the next morning, Donovan was 
pleased to see Declan sitting on Marc's lap, feeding him 
strawberry's. "Well that looks like a good breakfast," he said 
going over to give both men a kiss. 


Declan smiled and nodded. "Leo's lap is as comfortable as 
yours." He wiggled around in Marc's lap for effect. "Want me 
to find you something for breakfast?" He started to get up, 
but Marc pulled him back down. 


"He's a big boy, let him get his own," Marc said, kissing 
Declan's neck. 


Donovan shook his head and grabbed a banana just to 
torture them both. He slowly peeled the skin and licked his 
way up the white, creamy flesh. He heard a chorus of moans 
coming from the table. Without even looking at the pair, he 
nibbled the banana seductively until it was gone. 


Dropping the peel into the trashcan, he looked over at Marc 
and Declan. They each had their hands down the other's 
pants. Laughing, he rinsed his hands in the sink. "So 
what've you guys got going today? Besides the obvious." 


Without taking his hand off Marc's cock, Declan shrugged. "I 
need to go to the grocery store. 


Fruit's about all that’s left in the house." He turned to look at 
Marc. "How ‘bout you?" 


"| have to work on the Slater project, but | can do that from 
here. I'll take you to the store." Marc looked at Donovan. 
"You?" 


"I can run by the store on my way home. I'd feel better 
knowing you’re here safe with Marc. | have to meet 
Browning in about thirty minutes," Donovan said, looking at 
his watch. "He wants to run down and look at the site again. 
He's starting to become a real pain in the ass with that." 


"Yeah, but think of all the money," Marc replied. 


Declan shook his head. "You don't need to go to the store. | 
can have Marc go with me." 


"| don't think that would be a good idea. Chet's somewhere 
in town. What if he sees you?" 


Declan ran his hands down Marc's biceps. "Then I'll have 
Marc with me. l'Il probably be doing most of the cooking, so 
I'm the only one who knows what to get." 


"Make me a list," Donovan grunted. He hated the thought of 
Chet getting close to Declan, even if Marc was there. 


"| could, but | won't." Declan crossed his arms in front of 
himself. 
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Rolling his eyes, Donovan walked over for goodbye kisses. 
As he bent to kiss Declan, he slipped his hand inside 
Declan’s shorts alongside Marc's. Giving a firm squeeze, he 
grinned at Declan's moan. "Save some of that for me and l'Il 
let Marc take you to the store." 


"Deal," Declan whispered against his mouth as he stole 
another kiss. 


Donovan gave Marc equal treatment before making himself 
leave the kitchen. He yelled as he went out the front door, 


"Take care of my baby today." 


KKK 


As they were driving back from the store, Declan looked 
over at Marc. "So what do you really think about moving?" 


Marc was a little surprised by the question. None of them 
had mentioned it since Van first brought it up. He reached 
over and took Declan's hand. 


"| don't care where | live. | was an army brat, so | was taught 
at a young age the location of the home wasn't as important 
as what was inside." He winked at Declan, "I do enjoy a 
good view, though." He leered at Declan's crotch." 


"You do, do you?" Declan worked the zipper down on his 
jeans and pulled his half-hard cock out. 


Releasing Declan's hand, Marc wrapped his fingers around 
the large shaft. "You know it's dangerous to drive distracted 
on these winding roads, don't you?" He ran his thumb along 
the underside of Declan's cock as he pumped a slow 
rhythm. 


Spreading his thighs, Declan moaned and closed his eyes. 
“Danger is my middle name," he giggled. 


Marc gave the cock a good squeeze. "Oh, that was bad." 
Looking in the rearview mirror, Marc pulled to the side of the 
road. The drops of pre-come were just too much to ignore. 
Turning off the engine, he unfastened his seat belt and 
leaned over to take Declan's shaft in his mouth. 


"Mmm," he moaned as he feasted on Declan's essence. 


Pumping with one hand, he fondled Declan's sac with the 
other as his tongue explored the tiny slit. He was rewarded 
with another gush of pre-come as Declan started thrusting 
in and out of his mouth. Stretching his finger, Marc ran it 
over Declan's rosette. 


"Gonna," Declan moaned, seconds before he shot his load 
down Marc's throat. 


Marc looked up as Declan melted into the seat. Marc quickly 
licked him clean and tucked him back into his jeans. Kissing 
his way up Declan's neck, Marc captured his lips. Breaking 
the lip-lock, he grinned. "I like taking you to the store." 
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Opening his eyes, Declan smiled back. "Yeah, well, if we 
don't get the ice cream in the freezer soon Donovan isn't 
going to trust us again." 


KKK 


Marc hung up the phone, stood, and walked over to his 
desk. Declan was busy working on a book cover and Marc 
stopped to admire it for a few seconds before bending over 
and placing a kiss on the top of Declan's head. 


"| need to go out for a few minutes. Will you be okay here by 
yourself? 


Declan looked up at Marc. "Of course," he said, sounding a 
little irritated at the question. "I'm not a baby and | do know 
how to call 911." 


"You're Van's baby, though, and he'll be mad if | go off and 
leave you, but | need to take care of something." Marc ran 
his fingers through Declan's black hair. 


"Just go, if you're back before Donovan, he'll never have to 
know." Marc watched as Declan's attention returned to the 
computer screen, his back a little stiff. 


Bending down, Marc placed a kiss on Declan's neck. "Don't 
be mad. We just worry about you." 


Declan blew out a breath and looked down at his hands. "I 
know, but sometimes you both forget that I'm a man. Yeah, 
Chet freaks me out, but I've dealt with him for years. | think 
it's time | pulled on my big-boy boots and started kicking 
ass." 


That picture had Marc grinning. He spun Declan around in 
the chair. "Van and | both know you're a man, but we also 
know how much Chet's hurt you. We just don't want to see it 
happen again." He kissed Declan, "And leave the big-boy 
boots in the closet for a little while longer. | won't be gone 
long." 


"Okay, I'll be right here, cowering behind a locked door." 
Marc narrowed his eyes at the statement, but Declan waved 
him off. "Go, I'll be fine." 


With a final nod, Marc walked out the door. Driving down the 
road, he hoped Chet was still hanging around Van's. He was 
glad he'd called Van's neighbor and asked her to keep an 
eye out. 


Marc tightened his grip on the wheel. It was time for Chet to 
pay the piper. 


KKK 


Declan was making a casserole for dinner when the phone 
rang. "Hello?" 


"Hi, honey. Have you missed me?" Chet's smarmy voice 
crooned over the line. 


Feeling his mouth go dry, Declan slid to the floor. "What do 
you want?" 
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"I've got something that belongs to you. | thought maybe | 
could get you to come and get it," 


Chet said with a laugh. 


"| don't want anything you've got." Declan was proud of 
himself for standing up to Chet. His chest puffed out a little 
as he tried to stand. 


"Oh really, well I'm standing here looking at a black man 
who claims to love you. Still not interested?" 


Two things immediately went through Declan's mind. One, 
that Chet had Marc, and two, that Marc had told him that he 
loved Declan. Even though he was scared shitless to see 
him again, Declan knew he had to do as Chet asked. 
"Where?" 


"I'm at your brother's house. You know the one, the house 
where you fucked your own twin?" 


Chet laughed. "You have ten minutes before | start having 
some fun of my own with this big black stud, and if you call 
the cops, there'll be nothing left of him to identify." Chet 
laughed maniacally and hung up. 


Running his hands through his hair, Declan tried to think. He 
didn't know if he should go against Chet’s orders and call 
the police or Donovan. He remembered seeing a motorcycle 


in Marc's garage, but it had been years since he'd 
attempted to ride one. Looking at the ticking clock on the 
wall, Declan decided he didn’t have time to worry about his 
motorcycle skills. It was the only vehicle available and he 
only had eight minutes left. Deciding that if he was going to 
die, he wanted to talk to his brother one last time, Declan 
picked up the phone. 


"Hello?" 


"Chet has Marc," Declan hurried to say. "Chet’s's holding 
him at your house and I've got seven minutes to get there 
before Chet starts torturing him." 


"No! Don't you leave the house. Hang up and call the police 
and then call me back. I'm only about forty minutes away. 
I'll be there as soon as | can." 


"Chet said no cops. I'm going to get him. He told Chet he 
loved me," Declan said in a softer voice. "I have to try. You 
call the police if you want to. | love you. | just wanted to 
make sure you knew that." Declan hung up before Donovan 
could say anything. He went to the key hooks by the garage 
door and looked for one that would fit a motorcycle. Seeing 
the right set, he plucked them off the wall as the phone 
continued to ring. 


As he roared around the final corner toward Donovan's, 
Declan was thankful he hadn't wrecked. 


His hands were shaking so badly he was surprised he could 
still steer. He knew Chet would get the better of him, Chet 
always had, but this time he had more than himself to fight 
for. Feeling the weight of Marc's hunting knife in his jacket 
pocket, Declan pulled into Donovan's drive and cut the 
engine. 
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He still didn't understand how Chet had managed to capture 
Marc. Is this where Marc had come when he'd left the house, 
or had Chet waylaid him on the drive down the bluff? 
Walking toward the porch, Declan wasn't surprised when the 
door opened. 


Chet stood with hands on hips, looking at him. "Well hurry 
the fuck up. You were always late getting somewhere. God 
didn't give you the brains of a gnat." 


Feeling his shoulders slump at the insults, Declan quickly 
regained his composure. He would not let Chet do this to 
him again. He'd had enough of the insults to last a lifetime, 
especially when he finally knew how it felt to really be loved. 
Stopping, Declan took a deep breath and squared his 
Shoulders. "Where's Marc?" 


Chet stepped back out of the doorway and motioned for 
Declan to come inside. "Waiting for you. Come in." 


Declan suddenly realized that if he was going to have any 
chance against Chet, he would have to act afraid. It would 
relax Chet and fool him into thinking he still had total 
control. 


Lowering his head as he passed, Declan scanned the room, 
looking for Marc. He heard a muffled voice and looked 
toward the far corner of the room. Marc was Sat on the floor, 
his arms and legs bound with duct tape. There was another 
Strip across his mouth. The sight that frightened Declan the 
most was the line of blood running down the back of Marc's 
neck, soaking into his shirt, the crimson contrasting starkly 
against the white of the material. 


Turning back to Chet, Declan fell to his knees, wincing in 
sheer agony as his knee met the hard wooden floor. 
Clasping his hands in front of him, he looked up at Chet. 
"Please, I'll do anything if you let him go. I'll go back with 
you to California if that's what you want. Just pl..." 


"Shut the fuck up," Chet said, cutting him off. "I get so damn 
sick of your whining all the time. 


I've thought about this moment for a while and there's a 
certain way I want it to go." Chet pulled out a rather 
ominous looking knife. "You're supposed to fight me, see, 
and then when | kill you, it will be all the sweeter." Chet 
motioned toward Marc. "Now that one's thrown a little 
wrench into my plan. | guess the only thing to do is to make 
you watch while | kill him." Chet looked at Declan. "Yes," he 
said rubbing his chin, "I think I'll get a great deal of 
satisfaction watching you cry for your lover." 


Chet started to advance toward Marc, who began thrashing 
around in his restraints, kicking at Chet. Declan used the 
opportunity to quickly pull the hunting knife out of his 
pocket. He held it in front of him as Chet swung that 
dangerous looking weapon toward Marc's flailing legs. 


Getting as close as he dared, Declan charged toward Chet, 
brandishing his knife. 


"Hey," Declan yelled, just as he watched Chet's knife slice 
across Marc's lower leg. He managed to sink the blade into 
Chet's shoulder, but as Chet spun around, Chet kicked 
Declan in the knee, dropping him to the floor. 
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"What the hell have you got there, boy? Think you're big 
enough to take me on now? | can see I'm gonna have to 


teach you another lesson." Chet looked down at his bleeding 
shoulder. "You know, your boyfriend tried to sneak up on 
me, too. He thought he'd come in and save the day. 


What he didn't know was that | purposely let that old bitch 
down the beach see me here. | Knew one of you would come 
and check it out." Chet kicked Marc's bleeding leg. "Got him 
from behind with a broom handle." He started laughing as 
he looked from Declan to Marc. "Some white knight you 
are," he said to Marc. 


The scar on the side of Declan's face began to tingle as he 
watched Chet advance on him. 


Backing up, Declan struggled to stand despite his blown 
knee. He dragged his useless leg and circled around until he 
was between Chet and Marc. "For years you've beaten me 
down and I've let you. Not anymore." He swung the knife 
toward Chet. 


Blocking the swing, Chet landed a well-placed kick to 
Declan's bad knee. Immediately crumpling, Declan tried to 
scramble away as Chet walked toward him. He heard Marc 
behind him thrashing around like crazy. Suddenly the door 
opened and Declan saw a man in black seconds before he 
heard a booming voice echo throughout the room. 


"Police, drop your weapon." 


Chet grinned and began to laugh. "If I'm going to hell, I'm 
taking this little bastard with me." He lunged toward Declan 
as a Shot rang out. 


KKK 


Donovan pulled up to the house behind police cars and two 
ambulances. His stomach sank as he jumped out of his car 


and ran into the house. Paramedics were bent over Declan, 
working furiously, and Marc was being strapped to a gurney. 


Seeing Donovan, Marc pointed toward Declan. "He stabbed 
Declan. That bastard stabbed him." 


Marc winced as a paramedic stuck an IV in his arm. "Stay 
with him." 


Donovan looked from Marc to Declan. He started toward 
Declan when he heard the wheezing. 


"What's wrong with him?" he asked one of the paramedics 
attending to Declan. 


“Collapsed lung; they're bringing in a chopper." It was just 
about then that Donovan heard the helicopter overhead. 


He raced to Declan's side as the paramedics lifted the 
gurney to rest on its wheels. 


"Sorry, sir, but you can't go with him. They'll probably let 
you ride in the ambulance with the other one, though." 


Donovan reached out and touched Declan's cheek. He was 
barely conscious, but he managed a smile. "Don't...worry. 
Got...something...to...live...for," Declan wheezed. 
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He felt the tight grip of a hand pulling him back, Donovan 
looked over his shoulder at the policeman. "Let go of me." 
He pulled his arm away and followed as they wheeled 
Declan out the door. Donovan watched as they loaded him 
in the chopper before stalking back inside to Marc. 


They were getting ready to transport Marc as Donovan 
reached his side. He looked around the room. "Where is that 
little fucker?" Donovan growled, ready to kill someone. 


"I think they already loaded him." 


That was as far as Marc got before Donovan ran back 
outside. They were just closing the doors when Donovan 
reached the ambulance. He jerked the doors back open, and 
tried to climb in. 


"You bastard, I'm gonna kill you for this." Strong arms jerked 
Donovan out of the ambulance and landed him on the 
ground. 


"Sir," the policeman holding him down said. "It's a police 
matter now. | have a feeling you won't need to worry about 
him for quite awhile." 


Donovan watched as the doors closed again and the 
ambulance drove off at high speed. He turned to the cop. 
Pointing a thumb at the retreating vehicle, he asked. "What 
are his injuries? Is he going to live?" 


Helping Donovan to his feet, the policeman nodded. "He 
should be fine. He took a bullet to the shoulder." 


"Pity it wasn’t his heart," Donovan said as he turned back 
toward the house. Marc's gurney was being carried down 
the porch toward a second ambulance. Rushing over he took 
Marc's hand. 


"Can | stay with him?" 


The two paramedics looked at each other. Finally one of 
them answered, "You'll have to ride up front." 
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Epilogue 


Walking around his empty house, Donovan couldn't believe 
this was the last time he'd see it. 


They'd decided to hold on to Marc's house for a while, 
because they'd need some place to stay when Chet 
eventually went on trial here in South Carolina. After that 
trial the authorities would ship him off to face another trial 
in California for the attempted murder of Declan by 
defenestration. 


Just thinking about Chet brought back that day 


KKK 


Marc had got out of hospital the next day with a concussion 
as well as stitches in his leg, but Declan was in the hospital 
almost a week before the doctors released him. Donovan 
couldn't believe that had been almost a month ago. Both of 
his men were almost back to normal. Declan would still 
need therapy on his knee, but they'd decided he could do 
that from Seattle. 


Donovan was so proud of Declan for the way he'd stood up 
and told the police everything. 


Declan had even agreed to counseling once they were 
settled in their new home. Well, not really their new home. 
They planned to rent a place in the city while Marc designed 
them a house that Donovan would have built on a beautiful 
piece of property they'd been lucky enough to find over the 
internet. Of course it had cost an arm and a leg, but they'd 
all agreed it was a good investment. 


Now looking out his windows one last time, Donovan smiled 
at the Atlantic Ocean. "I'll be looking out at your twin before 
long," he whispered. 


Gathering the final box, he locked the front door and headed 
toward his truck, they'd also decided to keep Marc's SUV 
here for awhile longer, which meant the three of them would 
be riding in his truck. Putting the box in the back, Donovan 
made sure the load was secure. They'd hired a moving 
company to transport most of their belongings, but some 
things were too precious to trust to anyone but himself. He 
gave the box of photographs one last glance. The pictures 
he'd taken of Marc and Declan had turned out so well, he 
thought about blowing one up and putting it above the bed 
in the new house. Shutting the tailgate, he heard Declan 
and Marc arguing. 


Getting behind the wheel, he looked over at his two men. 
"What seems to be the problem?" 


Marc pointed at Declan. "He has a bag of candy corn and he 
won't share." 


"That's because it's for the road, not the driveway. You can't 
start eating all the snacks before we even get on the road or 
they'll be gone before we hit Tennessee." 


Reaching over, Donovan grabbed the bag of snacks and set 
them between him and the driver's door. "There, snacks are 
gone so stop fighting." 


Declan smiled and looked at Donovan. "He started it." 
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"Oh get off it. What's the point of food if we can't eat it? | 
mean really, it's not like there aren't a thousand stores 


between here and Washington." 


Starting the truck, Donovan rolled his eyes. It was going to 
be a long trip. 
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